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TbtTragtiit tfn amfet 

mud ’ ,hMkvis 

Bar. Haueyou hrad quiet guard i 
Fran , Not a Moufe ttirring. 

Welli, good night t 

It you doe meet Horatio and Marcella, 

The riualls of my watch, bid them make haft; 



Enter Horatio, and Mar - 

ctlliu. ' 



*§N 1 thi ” k ' 1 . y ho ; „ 

Hora. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. And Leegemcn to the Dane. 

Fran. Giueyou good night. 

f f ”W“ ho ”'« Souldier* , „ho hrf t „ 

PUC£i 8llle y °“ 800,1 ni *ht.£4*iV* 

Ear. Say what, \$ Horatio there Y 
Hora. Apecceof him. 

Ear. Welcome Horatio, welcome good MaretUm 

■"•** >8 * io «° «** 

A *?* 4 u Ho ! a “° ia y rs t 'sbuc a fantafie. 

And w 11 notice beliefe take hold of him. 

Touch, ng thts dreaded fight twice feene of vs. 

Therefore Ihaue intreatedhim along, 

Wnh vs to watch the minutes of thil night, 

Thatifagamc this apparition come, 

Hemayapproueoureyesandfpeaketoit. , 

Hora. Tull,, Tuft,, ’twill not appeare. 
a\ ' ^ lt< * owne * while. 

And let vs once againc affaile your cares. 

That 



|. 






frince of Denmaiie. 

That are fo fortified againft our dory, 

What we haue two nights feene. 

Hora. Well, fit we downe, 

And let vs heare 'Barnardo fpcake of this. 

Bar. Lall night of all, 

When yond fame ftar thatsWeflward from the Pole; 

Had made his courfc t'illumin that part of beau en 
Where now it burnes, LMaretUto* and my felfe 
The Bell then beating one. 

Enter G ho ff. 

Mar. Peace breake thee off looke where it comes againc. 
Bar. In the fame figure like the King thats dead. 

. Mar. Thou art a Scholler fpcake to it Horatio. 

HorOi Moft like, it horrowes me with feare and wonder* 
Bar. It would be fpoke to. 

Mar . Spcakc to it Horatio 

Hora. What art thou that vfurpft this time of night, 
Together with that faire and warlike forme, 

In which the Maiefty of buried Denmarkf 

Did fomtimes march:by heauen I charge thee fpeak. 

Mar. It is offended. 

Bar. See it ftaukes away. ^ 

Hora. Stay, fpeake, fpeakc I charge thee fpeake. 

I - Exit Cbofi * 

Mar. Tis gone and will not anfwere* 

Bar. How noy/ Horatie.you tremble & look pale. 

Is not this fomething more then phantafic ? 

What thin ke you of it ? 

® c ^ or * m y God I might not this beleeuc. 

Without the fcnfible and true auouch 
Ofmineowne eies. 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Mar. Is it not like the King ? 

Bora. As thou art to thy fclfe j. 

Such was the very Armor he had on, 

When he the ambitious Norway combated, 

So frownd he once when in an angry parle 
He ftnote thefleaded Pollax on the ice. 

Tis ftrange. 

Mar. Thus twice before and iompe at this dead houre. 
With Martiall ftauke hath he gone by ear watch. 

Hora . In what particular thought, to worke Iknow not, 

But in the grofle and fcopeof mine opinion. 

This bodes fome ftrange eruption to our ftate. 

Mar. Good now fit do wne, and tell me he that knowes. 
Why this fame ftritft and moft obferuant watch 
So nightly toiles the fubie<ft of the Land, 

And with fuch daily coft of brazen Cannon 
And forrainc Mart for Implements of warre, 

Why fuch impreffe of (hip-wrights, whofe fore taskc 
Does not diutde the Sunday from the weeke, 

What might be toward, that this fweatiehafte 
Doth make the night ioint labour with the day, 

Who ift that can infortne me ? 

Hora, That can L 

At leaft the whifper goes fo,our laft King, 

Whofe Image euen but now appear’d to vs. 

Was as you know by Fortinkrajfe of Norway, 

Thereto prickt on by a moft emulate pride. 

Dar’d to the combate; in which our valiant Hamlet, 

(For Co this fide of ourknowne world efteem’d him) 

Did (lay this Forti»irafe,vtho by a featd compaft 
Well ratified by Law and Heraldcie 
Did forfait (with his life) all thefe bis lands 
Which he flood feaz'd of, to the conqucrout. 

Againft the which nmoity competent 
Wasgaged by our King, which hadreturne 
Tothe inheritance of Fortinbraffc, 

Had 



Trmceof Denmarke. 

Had he bin vanquifher; as by the fame comart. 

And carriage of the Articles defigne. 

His fell to Hamlet ;now Sir, y on g Fortinerajje 
Ofvnimprooued mettle, hot and full. 

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there 

Sharkt vp a lift of lawleffc refolutes 

For food and diet to fome enterprize 

That hath a ftomake in’t, which no other 

As it doth well appearc vnt® our ftate 

But to recouer of vs by ftrong band 

And tearmes compulfatory, thofe forefaid lands 

So by his father loft ; and this I take it, 

Is the maine motiue of our preparations 

The fource of this our watch, and the chiefe head 

Of this poft-hafte and romeage in the land. 

Bar. I thinke it be no other but eucn fo ; 

Well may it fort that thisporcentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch fo like the King 
That was and is the queftion of thefe wanes. 

Hora* A mote it is to trouble themiuds eie : 

In the moft high and palmy ftate of Rome, 

A little ere the mightieft Inline fdl 

The graues ftood tennantlefle,and the (heeled dead' 

Didiqueake and gibber in the Roman ftreets 

As ftarres with traines of fire, and dewes of bloud 

Difafters in the Sun; and the moift ft afro, 

Vpon whofe influence Neftttnet Empire Hands, 
Was fick almoft to Doomefday with eclipfe 
And euen the like precurfe of fierce euents. 

As Harbingers preceding flill the faces 
And Prologue to the Omen comming on 
Haue Heauen and Earth together demonftrated 
Vnto our Climaturcs and Countrimen. 

Enter Ghofi. 

But foft, behold, to where it comes againc 
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Tie croffc it though it blaft me : flay illufion. 

If thou haft any found ot vfe of voice, 

Speake to me, if there be any good thing to be done 
That may to thee doc cafe and grace to me, 

Speake to me. 

If thou artpriuieto thy Countries fate 
Which happily foreknowing may auoid, 

O fpeake : 

Or if thou haftvphoorded in thy life 
Extorted treafiire in the wombe ofcarth, 

For which they fay your fpirits oft walkc in death. 
Speake of it, flay and fpeake, flop it Marcellm. 
Mar. Shall I flrike it with my partizan ? 

Hor. Doe if it will not ftand. 

Bar. Tis heere. 

Hor. Tis heere. 

Mar. Tis gone. 

We doe ft wrong being fo Maiefticall 
T o offer it the (how of violence. 

For it is as the aire, invulnerable, 

And ourvaine blow es, malicious mockery. 

Bar . It was about to fpeak when the cock crew. 
Hor. And then it flatted liked guilty thing, 

Vpon a fearfull fummens ; I haue heard. 

The Cock that is the Trumpet to the morne. 

Doth with his loftie and Hirill founding throat 
Awake the God of day, and at his warning 
Whether in Sea or Fire, in Earth or Aire, 

Tb' extrauagant and erring (pirit hies 
To his confine, and of the truth hecrcin 
This prefeht obieft made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the Cock, 
Some fay thateuer gainft that feal’on comes. 
Wherein our Sauiours birth is celebrated 
This bird of dawning fingeth all night long, 

And then they fay no fpirit dare ftirre abroad 
The nights are wholfomc,then noPlanets ftrike, 
NoFaiiy takes, nor witch hath power tocharmc 
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Prince «/Denmarke, 

Crthaflowed and fo gracious is that time. 

tfor So haue I heard and doe in part beleeuc it, 

„ , V. the morne inruffet mantle clad 

SSSSStoW" E*ftw ? dhU.: 

Breake we our watch vp and by my aduifl. 

Let vs impart what we haue fecne to mg c 

Vnc o young Hamlet, for vpon my hfe 
This fpirit dumbe to vs, will fpeake to him : 

Doe /on confent we (ball acquaint him with it 

Whfrc we fhall find himmoft conuenicnt. 

Tlourtjb. Enter Clauditu, King of Denmark;, Gertradtbe 
Qtttene, finnfaile tas Polonrn, and bu Semite Laer- 
tet, Hamlet, cum aliji . 

CM. Though, our d^btothm death 
The memory be greenc, and that it vs befitted 
To beare our hearts in griefe Scour whole kingdom. 

To be contracted in one brow of woe. 

Yet fo far hath diferetion fought with nature, 

That we with wifeftforrow thinke on him 
Together with remembrance ofourfelues j 
Therefore our fometitne Sifter, now our Queene 
Th* Imperiall ioyntreffe to this warlike State 
Haue wc as twere with a defeated ioy 
With an aufpitious, and a dropping eye. 

With mirth in funerall, and with dirge in manage. 

In equall fcale weighing delight and dole 
Taken to wife: nor haue we herein bard 
Your better wifdomes, which haue freely gone 

With this aff lire along (for all our thankes) 

Now follow es that y ou know young Fortinbrafe, 

Holding a weakefuppoJall of our worth * 

Or chinking by our late deare brothers death 
Our date to be difioytt, and but o* frame 
Collegued with this dreameof hL aduamage 
He hath not faild to pjcftei vs with ttuffsge 
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TbeTragedie C’/' Hamlet 

Importing the furrenderof thofc Lands 
Loft by his father, with all bands of Law 
To our moft valiant brother, fo much for him : 

Now for our felfe, and for this time of meetings 
Thus much the bufinefle is,we haue here writ 
To Norway V ode of yomg Fortenlrajje 
Who impotent and bedred fcarccly heares 
Of this his Nep! ewes purpofe;,to fupprefle 
His further gate herein,.in that the leuies. 

The lifts, and full proportions are all made 
Out of his fubie£l, and we here difparch 
Yougood Corndtui, and you Valtemand,. 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 

Giuing to you no further perfonall power 
To bufinefle with the King, more then the fcope 
Ofchcle delated Articles allow t 
Farewell, and let your haft commend your dutie. 

Cor. Vo. In that, and all things will we fh.e w our duty* 
King. We doubt it nothing, hartily farewell. 

And now Laertes whats the ne wes with you ? 

You told Vs of lome lute, what ift Laertes ? 

You cannot fpeake of reafon to the Dane 

And lofe your voice; what would’ft thou beg Laertes f 

That lhali not be my offer, not thy asking. 

The head is not more natiue to the heart 
The hand more inftruntentall to the .mouth 
Then is the thfone of Denmarke to thy father^ 

What would'/! thou haue Laertes l 
Lar. My dread Lord. 

Y our-leaue and fauour to returne to France, 

From whence though willingly I came to Denmarkf. 

To fhew my dutie in. your Coronation; 

Yet now I muft confcfle, that dutie done 
My thoughts and wifhes bend again? toward France, 

And bow them to your gracious leaue and pardon. 

King. Haue you your fathers leaue, what faies Polonim t 
Polo. He hath my Lord wrung from me my flow leaue 
By labourfomepetition, and at laft 
Vpon his will I fcaldroy hard confent, 



Prince of Denmark^ 

T doe befeech you giue him leaue to goe. 

Kino Take thy fairc houre Laertes, time be thine. 

And thy beft graces fpend it at thy will : 

T?ut now my Coufin Hamlet , andlmy fonne. 

Ham A little more then kin, and kffe then kind. 

Kino. How is it that the clouds ftillhangon you. 

Ham. Not fo much my Lord, l am too much in the tonne, 

Qiseene. Good Hamlet caft thy nighced colour oft 
And let thine eie looke like a friend on Denmarke , 

Doe not foreuer with thy vailed lids, 

Seekc for thy noble father in the duft. 

Thou know’ft tls common all that Hues muft die, 

Palling through nature to eremitic. 

Ham. I Madam.it is common. 

Quee. If it be, 

Why feemes it fo perticuler with thee., 

Ham. Seemes Madam ,nay it is, l knownot feemes, 

Tis not alone my inkie cloke could Another, 

Nor cuftomarie Sutes of folemne blacke. 

Nor windie fufpiration of forft breath. 

No, nor the fruitfull Riuer in the eie. 

Nor the deiefted hauiour of the vifage. 

Together with all formes, moods, ftiapes of griefe 
That can deuoute me truly, thefe indeed feeme. 

For they are actions that a man migh t play, 

But I haue that within which paffes fhew, 

Thefe bur the trappings and the fuites of woe. 

King. Tis fweet and commendable in your nature Hamlet, 
To giuc thefe mourning duties to your father, 

But you muft know your father loft a father. 

That father loft, loll his, and the furuiuer bound 
In iilliall obligation for feme tearme 
T o doe obfequious forrowes, but to perfeucr 
In obftinate condolement, is a courfe 
Of impious ftubbornnefle, tis vnmanly griefe, 

It fhewes a will moft incorre& to Heauen, 

A heart vnfortified, or minde impatient. 

An vndcrftanding Ample and vnfchoold. 

For what we know muft be, and is as common 
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mod vulgar thing to fence, r: * - ; * 

Why (hould we in ourpeeuiihoppofition 
Take it to heart, fie, tis a fault coheauen, 

A fault againft the dead, a fault to nature. 

To reafon moft ablurd, whofe common theamc 
Is death of fathers, and whoftill hathcryed 
From t he firtf courfe, till he that died to day 
This mu ft be fo : we pray you throw to eat th 
This vnpreuaiiing woe, and thinke of vs 
As of a father, for Jet the World take note 
You are the moft immediate to our throne, 

And with noleffenobiliticof loue 

Then that which dear eft father beares his fonne. 

Doe I impart toward you for your intent. 

In going backe to fchoole to Wittenberg, 

It is moft retrograd to our defire. 

And we befeech you bend you to remaine 
Heere in the cheare and comfort of our eie, 

Our chiefeft Courtier, Coufin , and our fenne. 

Q*t % Let not thy mother loofe her praiers Hamlet, 

I pray thee ftay with vs , goe not to Wittenberg, 

Ham. I (hall in all my beft obay you Madame. 

King. Why, tis a louing and a faire reply, 

Be as our felfe in Denmark^, Madame come, 

This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamlet 
Sits finding to my heart, in grace whereof, 

Noiocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day, 

But the great Canon to the cloudes fhall tell. 

And the Kings ro wfe the Heauen fhal brute againe, 
Rcfpeakmg earthly thunder; come away. Flotsrtjh. Exeunt d. 

Ham. O that this too too {allied flelh would melt, but Hamlet. 
Thaw and relolue it lelfe into a dew. 

Or that the euerlafting had not fixe 

His Cannon gainft fcale (laughter, O God, God, 

How wary, ftale, flat, and vnprofitable 
Seeme to me all the vfes of this World ? 

Fic on't, ah fie, tis an vnweeded Garden, 

That growes to feed,things ranke & grofle ia nature, 

Poflefle it mcerely that it fliould come thus 

But 
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Prince o/Denrtiarke. 

n u[ ,wo monrthsdead, nay not fo moth, no. two, 
gut tw t h # t was to this 

So excellent a B j ouit) g tom y mother, 

mSi" memb'V whyl he f >«'<■ ^"S h "” 

?!t* no. think' on', t W thy name u wotnan 
Let tnen or ere thofe fhooes were old 

With which (he followed my poorc fathers bodie 

Wouldhaot mourn’d longer, maned with my Vncle, 

My fathers btothet, hot no more like my father 

Then 1 to Hercules , within a moneth, *5 

Ere yet the fait of moft vnrighteous teares 

Had left the finding in her gauled eies 

She married Oh ! moft wicked fpeed ; to po(t 

With fuch dexteritie to inceftious ftieets, 

It is not, nor it cannot come to good, 

But breake my heart for I moft hold my tongue. 

Enter Horatio, c Marcellas and Bernardo. 

Hora. Haile to your Lordfhip. ( lelfe “ 

' Ham, I am glad to fee you well ; Horatio , or I doe forget my 
Hora. The fame my Lord, and your poore feruant euer. 

Ham. Sir my good friend. He change that name with you. 
And what make you from Wittenberg , Horatio ? 

Marcellas. 

Mar. My good Lord. 

Ham. I am very glad to fee you (good euen fir) 

But whatin faith make you from Wittenberg ? 

"'Hora. A truant difpofition good my Lord. 

Ham. I would not hcare your enemie fay fo, 

Not (hall you doe my eare that violence 
To make it trufter ofyourowne report 
Againft your felfe, I know you are no truant, 

But what is your affaire in Elfonowe ? 

Weclc teach you for to drinkc ere you depart, 

t > tin* *At 







The TragedieofVi&mkt 
HoraMy Lord I came to your fathers funeral 

T *?}*"«**■ doe "o* mock me fellow fiudent 
I th.nke it was to my mothers wedding, ’ 

Zy T l nd ''t m / Lord *' followed hard vpon. 
TtU \l b "‘ rjth f irt ’ funeral bak’t meats 

Or°eu d if de3rcft fecin ^ eaucn 

Or cucrl had feene that day Herat, o. 

My father me thmkcs I fee my father. 

Hora. Where my Lord? 

Ham ‘ In my minds tic Horatio. 

H°ra. I faw him once, a was a goodly King. 

I flfn ^ W ? S 3 man take him for all in all 
J inall not looke vpon his like againe. 

Ham. Sa wf who ? 1 *** ^ ^ ftcrni 8 ht * 

h°Z' Tf, y i ordt ' hc ^y ourfathcr * 

The King my father ? 
f ra ‘ Seafon your admiration fora while 
With an attentiue care till I may deliuer 
Vpon the witnefle of thefe Gentlemen 
inis maruaile to you. 

Ham. ForGodslouelctmehcare? 

J*° r *n. Tw ° nigh** together had thefe Gentlemen, 
arcdlm, and Harnardo, on their watch, 

In tne dead vaft and middle of the night 
Beene thus incountred, a figure like your father 
Armed at point, exa&ly Capapea 
Appeares before them, and with folemne march. 

Goes flow and (lately by them; thrice he walkt 
By their oppreft and fcare furprized eies. 

Within this trnnehions length, whim they diffill’d 

Almoft to gelly, with the aa of fcare 

Stand dutnbe and fpeake not to him; this to me. 

In drcadfull fecrecie impart they did, 

And I with them the third night kept the watch. 
Whereas they had deliuered both in time, 
orme o the thing, each word made true and good. 
The apparition comes : I knew your father, 1 
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Bora . My Lord, I did. 

But anfwer m ade it none, yet once me thought 
It lifted vpits head and did addreffe 
It felfe to motion, like as it would fpeake r 
But euea then the morning Cock crew loud. 

And at the found it flirunke in haft a way 
And vanifht from our fight. 

Ham. Tis verie ftrange. 

Hera. As I doe line my honor’d Lord tis true 
And we did thinke it writ downe in our dutie 
To letyouknowofit. 

Ham. Indeed firs but this troubles me. 

Hold you the watch to night ? 

All. We doe my Lord. 

Ham. Arm’d fay you? 

All. Arm’d my Lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

AH. My Lord from head tofoor. 

Ham. Then faw you not his face ? 

Bora. O yes my Lord, he wore his beauer rp. 

Ham. Whatlook’t hefrowningly ? 

Hera. A countenance more in forrow then in anger. 

Han). Pale or red ? 

Hera. Nay verie pale. 

Ham. And fijet his eies vpon you ? 

Hera. Moft conftantly. 

Ham. 1 would I had beene there. 

Hera. It would haue much amaz’d you. 

Ham. Verie like sftaid it long? 

Hera. While one with moderate hafte might tell a hundretb r 
Both. Longer, longer. 

Hora. Not when I faw’t. 

Ham. His beard was griffcld, no. 

Hora. It was as I haue feene it in hit life 
A fable filuer’d, 



Tbefe hands are not more like. , V, 

Warn But where was this? . 

Mar. My Lord vpon the platforme where we watchtj 



T be Tragedie of Hamlet 

Ham. I will watch to night 
Perchance twill walkeagaine. 

Nora. I warn’t it will. 

Ham. If it affume my noble fathers perfon, 
llefpeake to it though hell it felfe fhould gape 
And bid me hold nfiy peace; I pray you all 
If you haue hitherto conceald this fight 
Let it be tenable in your filence ftill, 

And vvhatfoeuerelfe fhall hap tonight, 

Giue it an vndcrftanding but no tongue, 

I will requite your loues, fo fare you well : 

Vpon the platformc twixt eleuen and tweluc 
He vifit you. 

AH Our dutie to your honour. Extant, 

Ham. Your loues as mine to you, farewell. 

My fathers fpirit (in armes) all is not well, 

I doubt feme foule play, would the night were come 
Till then fit ftill my foule, foule deeds will rife 
Though all the earth ore-wheltne them to men* eies. 

Enter Laertes and Ophelia his Sister, 

Laer. My neceffarics are imbarkt, farewell. 

And lifter as the winds giue benefit 
And conuay, in afiiftant, doe not fleepe 
But let me heare from you. 

Opbe, Doe you doubt that ? 

Laer. For Hamlet and 1 the itri fling ©f his faueur. 
Hold it a fafhion, and a toy in bloud, 

A violet in the youth of primie nature, 

Forward, not permanent, fweec, not lading, 

The perfume and fuppliancc of a minute 
No more. 

Opbe . No more but fo. 

Laer. Thinke it no more. 

For nature creffant does nor grow alone. 

In thewes and bulkes, but as this Temple waxes 
The inward feruiceofthemind and foule 
Growes wide withall, perhaps he loues you now. 
And now no foile nor cautell doth befmerch 
The vertue of his wify but you muft fcare, 
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Exit. 
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His gteatneffe waid, his will is not his owne. 

He may not as vnualued perfons doe, 

Crauefor himfclfe, for on his choree depends 
Thefafetie and health of this whole ftate, 

5SS*w&» *>» ’ 

Vnto the voice and yeeldmg of tha t bodie. 

Whereof he is the head, then if he fates he loues you,- 

It fits your wifdomc fo farre to beleeue rt 

As he in his particular a& and place 

Mav giue his faying deed, which isno further. 

Then the maine voice of Denmark s goes withall. 
Then weigh what Ioffe your honour may fuftame. 

If with too credent care you lift his longs 

Or loofe your heart, or your chafl treafureopen, 
Tohis vnmaftred importunitic. 

Feare it Ophelia, feare it my dcare «fter,_ 

And keepe you in the reare of your affection 
Out of the ftiot and danger of defire, ‘ 

** The charieft maide is prodigall enough 
If (he vnmaske her beautie to the Moone 
«< Venue it felfe fcapei not calumnious ftrokes 
« The Canker gaules the infan t of the Spring 
Too oft before their buttons Be difcWd, 

And in the morne and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blaftments are rooft iminent. 

Be wnie then, beftfafetie lies in feare. 

Youth to it felfe rebels, though none elfe neere. 

Ophe. I fhall the effea of this good leffon keepe; 
As watchmen to my heart : but good my brother 
Doe not as fomc vngradous Paftors doe. 

Shew me the fteepe and thornie way to heauen 
Whiles a puft, and teckles libertine, 

Himfclfe the primrofepath of daliance treads. 

And reakes not his owne Reed. Enter Polomta . 

Laer. O feare me not, 

I flay too long, but hecre my father comes 
A double bleffing,is a double grace, 

Occafion fmilcs vpon a fecond leaue. 

Pel. Yet here Laertes ? aboord,aboord for fhame, 
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The wind fits in the fhoulder of your faile. 

And you are ftaied for, there my bleffing with thee 
And thefe few precepts in thy memorie *' 

Looke thou character, giue thy thoughts no tongue 
Nor any voproportioo’d thought his a<ft, 6 * 

Be thou familiar, but by no meanes Vulgar, 

Thofe friends thou haft and their adoption tried 
Grapple them vnto thy foulc with hoopes of fteele 
But doe not dull thy palme with entertainment * 

Of each new hatcht vnftedgd courage j beware 
Of entrance to a quarrcll, but being in, 

Bear't that th’oppofer may beware of thee* 

Giue euerie man thy eare, but few thy voice. 

Take each mans cenfure, but referuc thy iudgement 
Coflly thy habit as thy purfe can buy. 

But not expreft in fancicj rich not gaudie, 

For the apparell oft proclaimcs the man : 

And they in France of the beft ranke and ftation,. 

Are of a molt feleft and generous, chiefc in that : 

Neither a borrower nor a lender boy. 

For loue oft loofes both it fclfe and friend, 

And borrowing dullethtbe edge of husbandry t. 

This aboue all, to thine owne felfie be true 
And it muft follow as the night the day 
Thou canft not then be falfe to any man 
Farewell my bleftjng fcafonthis in thee. 

Laer. Moft humbly doe I take my leaue my Lori. 

Pol. The time inueftsyou,go,your feruanti tend,. 

Laer. Farewell Ophelia , and remember well. 

What I haue fa id toyou, . 

Ophe. Tis in my memorie loekt 
And you your fclfe (hall keepe the key of it. 

FarewelJ. Exit, Laertes. 

Pol. Wnat ift Ophelia he hath /aid to you ? 

Ophe. So pleafe you, fomeching touching the Lord Hamltk 

Pol. Marric well bethought 

Tis told me he hath very oft of late 
Giuen priuate time to you, andyouyour fclfe 
Haue ofyour audience becne moft free and bounteous, 






Prince of Dcnmarkc. 

If it be fo, as fo tis put on me. 

And that in way of caution I muft tell you. 

You doe not ynderftand your felfe fo clecrely 
As itbehoouesmy daughter and your honour, 

What is betweenc you giue me vp the truth. 

Ophe. He hath my Lord of late made many tenders 

Of his affe&ion to me. . 

Pol. Affection, puh, you fpeake like a greene gtrle, 
Vnfifced in fuch perillous circumftance, 

Doe you belecue his tenders, as you call them ? 

Ophe. I doe not know my Lord what I fhould thinke. 
Pol, Marric I will teach you, thinke your fclfe a babie 
That you haue tane thefe tenders for true pay. 

Which are not ftetling ! tender your fclfe more dearely 
Or (not to crackc the wind of the poore phrafc) 

Wrong it thus, youie tender me a foolc. 

Ophe. My Lord he hath importun’d me with 4oue 
la honorable fadiion. 

Pel. I, fafhion you may call it, goe cb, goe to. 

Ophe. And hath giuen countenance to his fpeech 
My Lord, with almoft all the holy vowes of heauen. 

Pel. I, fpringes to catch Wood-cocks, I do know 
When the bloud burnes,how prodigal! the foule 
Lends the tongue vowes, thefe blazes daughter 
Giuing more light then heate, extinft in both 
Euen in their promife, as it is a making 
You muft not tak’t for fire : from this time 
Be fome thing fcanter ofyour maiden prefcnee 
Set your intreatments at a higher rate 
Thenacommand toparle ;for Lord Hamlet , 

Belecue fo much in him, that he is young, 

And with a larger teder may he walke 
Then may be giuen you : in few Ophelia, 

Doe not belecue his vowes , for they are Brokers 
Not of that die which their inueftroents (hew 
Butmeere imploratorsofvnholy fuites. 

Breathing like fan&ificd and pious bonds 
The better to beguile : this i# for all, 
i would not in plaine termes from this time forth 

C a 




The Trdgedie of Hamlet 

Haueyou fo {lander any moments leifure 

As to giue words ortalke with the. Lord Hamlet, . 

Looke too’t I charge you, come your waies. 

Opbe. Ifhall obey, my Lord. Exeunt ' 




' Enter Hamlet, Herat is, atidMarctlliu. 

Ham. The aire bites fhroudly, it is very cold., 

Hera. It is nipping, and an eager aire.. 

Ham. What houre now ? 

Iiora. I thinke itlackes.oftwelue. 

■Mar. No, it is firooke 

Hor a. IndeedjI heard it not, it then drawes neere the feafon 
Wherein the fpirit held his wont to walke A.jloHrifb of Trim'. 
What does .this meane my Lord ? pets, and two Peecesmttjf, ; 

Ham. The King doth walke tonight and takes his rowfe. 
Keeps waflell and the fwaggering vp-fpring reeles • 

And as he draincs his drafts of Rhenifti do wne, ■ , f 
The Kettle Drumme and Trumpet,' thus bray out 
The triumph of his pledge. 

Hera. Isitacuftome ?, 

Ham. Imarrleift* 

But to my mind, though l am natiue heere 
And to the manner, borne, it is a cuftome 
More honourd in the breach, then the obferuance. . 

This heauie-hcadedreuellEaft and Weft 
Makes vs traduc’d and taxed, of other Nations,. 

They clip vs Drunkards and with Jwinilhphrafe 
Soile our addition, and indeed it takes 
From our atchicuements, though perform’d at height 
The pith and marow of our attribute. 

So oft it chances in particular men, 

That for fome vicious mofe of nature in them 
A$ in their birth wherein they are not guiltie,. 

(Since nature caupot choofe his origen). 

By their ore- grow’th. of {ome complexion 

Oft breaking downe the Pales and Forts of Reafon*, 

Or by fome habit that too much ore^leauens 
The forme of plaufiue manners, that thefe men 
Carrying I fay the ftarope of one defe&. 












Prince of Ocnmarke/^ ' 

lUne tf »««« 15uer ^ 01 F ° rtUneS fiarrC ’ 

His Venues els be they as pure as grace. 

a c infinite as man may vndergoe, 

r ha „ .hat paniculat faulmhe dram mI * 

Doth all the noble (jiblUncc of a doubt 
To l)ii own. fcandall. 

E* am ‘ y. p ( . i.t. or Goblin damn d, 

airesfiomheaueOjOr blaftsftom hel. 

Be thy intents wteked or charita «> 

Thon corn’ll in fuch a queflionab e fhape. 

That I will fpeake to thee, He call thee Haml , 
King, Father, Royall Dane, O anfwere me, 

Letmc not burft in ignorance, buttcll 
Whv thy canoniz’d bones hearted in death 
Haue burft their cerements ? why the Sepulchre*. 
Wherein we faw thee quietly interr. . 

Hath op’t his ponderous and marble law , 

To c. Ace vp againe? what may th« »<»»« 

That thou dead coarfe, againe in compleat fteelc 
Reunites thus the glimpfes of the Moone, 
Makingnight hideous, and we fooles ofNature 

So horridly to (bake pur difpofition: _ 

With thou ghts beyond the reaches of our loules. 
Say why is this, wherefore, what fhould we doe ? 

Hora. It beckons you to goe away with it 
As if it feme impartmentdid defire 

To you alone. _ , 

Mar. Looke with what courteous action 
Itwaues you to a mote tcroooued ground, 

But doe not goe with it.. 

Hora. No, by no meanest 

Ham. It will not fpeake, then I will follow it. 

Hora. Doenot my Lord; 

Ham. Why? what fhould be the fearc, . 

I doe not fet tny life at a pinnes fee^ 



'Beckprti. 



And 




?£«SiaP~. 

‘S-S,^e:,r"'‘“' 

rH * m ' „{ c ? aUes mc ftiH, 

G ° c °Mlefollowthee, 

S’ Sf1' K, T l "’ 1, " t 

Zr m - Hold ofFyour hand*. 
jjf* M^ficcries^t 11 n ° tg0e * 

S^&sissg ™ • hefl * , *» f ^ 

•«■»• Nay l,u follow hi„.' _ 

Exeunt* 

i Sj. K^ wu,,h0 “ Ira *" e -^.«c g . no further, 

®«w. I will. 

GV. My hoiirc k 4 1 mo ft come 
I M u ft rendc rvp my felft*^ t0rmcntio « ^ct 

Hdm ' Alas poore Ghoft. 

qbojf. 



yg^^VMivm i 



Vfrltnil 



0/"E>enmarke. 

(faff, pittiemec not but lend my ferious hearing to 
whatllhallvnfoldo 

Ham, Speake I am bound to beare. 

Gbofi. So art thou to reuenge, when thou (halt fieare* 

Hath- What? 

Gbofi. I am thy fathers fpirir, 

Doom’d for a cer tame tearroe to walke the nighr, 

And for the day confin’d to faft in fires, 

Till the foule crimes done in my daies ofnature 
Are burnt and purg’d away s but that I am forbid 
To tell the (cents of my prifon-houfe, 

I could a tale vnfold whofe lighted word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy young bloud. 
Make thy two eies like ftarres flare from their Spheres,, 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part. 

And each particular haire to ftand an end, 

Like quits vpon the fearcfuH Porpentine : 

But this eternal! blazon moft not be 
To cares offlelh and bloud, lift, lift, O lift', 

If thou did’ft euer thy deare father loue. 

<?fc«y?.Reuenge his (bule,and moft vnnatural murther* 

Bam. Murther. . . 

Gkoft. Murther moft foule, as in the belt it is, 

But this moft foule, ftrange and vnnacurallir 

Ham. Haftc me to know’t.thatl with wings as fwifr,, 
As meditation, or the thoughts of loue 
May fweepe to my reuen ge. 

Gbofi. I find thee apt. 

And duller (houldeft thou be then the fat weed 
That roots it felfe in eafe on Lethe whatffe, 

Would’ft thou not ftirre in this; now Ham/ethettc, 

Tis giuen out, that fteeping in my Orchard, 

A Serpent flung me, fo the whole eare of Denmark* 

Is by a forged procefle of my death 
Rankely abufed t but know thou noble Youth, 

The Serpent that did fling thy fathers life 
Now weares his Crowne. 

Ham. O my Prophctikc foule tny Vncle. 




The TntgeMe ^Hamlet 

w 1 . : inreftuooj, that adulterate beaft 

Wuh witchcraft of his wits, with traytcrous nfts 
O wicked wit, and gifts that haue the power 8 * 

io to lcducej wonne to his'lhamcfgll juft 

OtfZlfT Ti? feCm i ng vertuous Qiiccnej 

0 /fcw/W, what falling off was there 
rom me whofeloue was of that digriirie 

S w ' nt hand in hand, euen with the vow 

1 made to her in marriage, and to decline 

T^hor Wr c tC - Wh L ° fe natUra11 ^ w «e poore, 

ThouehwT? bUt VertUe aS itneoer w * n be rolled, 
I hough lewdnefle court it in a lhape of Hcauen 

So but thong co a radiant Angle Tinckc. 

Will fort rt felfe in a celefliallbcd 

And prey on garbage. 

me 1 f «nt the morning aire, 

JJ i[l et me bc; nee P> n 8 within my Orchard, 
cuftome alwaies of the afterridone, 

Vpon my fccure houre,thy Vncle ftole 
With mice of curfed Hebona in a Viall. 

And in the porches of my cares did poOre, 

The leprous diftilment, whofe tSe& 

Wolds fuch an enmitie with bloud of man, 
at wift as QiJick-filuer it courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of the bodiel 5 
nd with a fodaine vigour it doth poffefle 
t£?.v 1 rd * lk f e3 S er Stoppings intomilke, 

And! )lnn a an i Who,romeblou ' !; fo did ic mine, 
am °ftinftant Tetter barkt about 

AIW b“ Md '°‘ hf0n,t 

rlfVf Was * ilce P ia 8 b » brothers hand, 

P 1 nr° *~ rowne > °^QS ee n e atonccdifi)atcht* 

Vnn^T^ hcbloffomes of my finnef 
Vnnuzled, difappointed, vn-anueld, 

No reckmng made but fent to my account 

With all my imperfedions on my head, 

Ohornble Ohorrible.mofthorrible. 

it thou haft nature in thee beare it not. 












Vtince a/Denmarka 

let not the.Royall bed of Denmarkebe 
A Couch for Luxurie and damned Inceft. 

But howfomeuer thou purfues this afl, # 

Taint not thy mind, nor Ier thy foule contriue 
Aeainft thymother ought, leauc her toheauen. 

And co ahofetbornes that in her bofome lodge 
T® prick and fling her : fare thee well at once. 

The Gloworme (hewesthe matine to be necre 
And gins to pale his vneffeauall fire, 

Adiew, adiew, adiew, remember me, 

Ham.O all you hoft of heauenlO eartblwhat elie. 
And lhail I couple hell, O fie ! bold my heart, 

And you my finewes; grow ndt inftant old. 

But beare me fwiftly vp ; remember thee, 

1 thou poore Ghoft whiles roemorie holds a feat 
In this diftra&ed Globe, remember thee. 

Yea, from the table of my memorie 
He wipe away all triuiall fond records. 

All faw of Bookes,all formes, all preflures paft 
That youth and obferuation coppied there. 

And thy comtnandement all alone (hall Hue, 

Within the Booke and volume of my braine 
Vnmixt with bafer matter, yes by heaueo. 

6 moft pernicious woman. 

O villaine, villaine, fmiling damned villaine, 

My tables, meet it is 1 let it down? 

That one may fmile, and fmile, and be a villaine. 

At lcaft I am fure it may be fo in Denmark?. 

So Vncle, there you are, nowto my word. 

It is adiew, adiew, remember me. 

Ihauefworne’c. 

Enter Horatio, and MarctBm. 
Horn. My Lord, 'my Lord. 

Mar, Lord Hamlet v 
Horn. Heauens fecurc him. 

Ham. So be it. 

Mar, Ulo, ho, ho, my Lord. 

Horn. Hillo, ho, ho, boy come, and corner 



1 once thinke « 
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The Tragedie of Hamlet 

C Mar. How ift my noble Lord ? 

Hora. Owonderfull! 

Her. Good my Lord tell it. 

Ham. No, you willreueale it. 

Hora. .Not I my Lord by Heaucn. 

Mar. Nor I my Lord. 

Ham. How fay you then, would heart of man 

But you’Ic be fecret. 

Both. I by heaucn. 

Ham. There’s neuer a villaine , 

Dwelling in all Denmake 
But he’s an arrant Koaue. 

To^IfvsThiT* nCCdS "° Gh ° ft my Lord » cotne frooMhe gi 

Ham. Why right, you are in the right, 

And (o without more circumftance at all, 

I hold it fit that we lhake hands and part* 

You, as your bufineffe aud defirc ihall point you. 

For euery man hath bufineffe and defire . 

Such as it is, and for ray owne poors part 
Iwijlgoepray. t £ jf 

H ora. Thefe are but wild and whurling words my Lord; 
Ham. I am forrie they offend you heartily, 1 

Yes faith heartily.^ 

Hora. There’s no offence my Lord. 

Ham. Yes by saint Patrickjaut there is Horatio 
And much offence-to, touching this rifion heere. 

It is an honefi Ghoft, that let me tell you, 

For your defire to know what is betweene rs, 

Orc-maftcr’t as you may, and now good friends 
Asyou are friends, Schollers, and Souldiers, * 

Giue me one poore requeft, 

Hora. What ifi my Lord, we will. 

Ham. Neuer make kno wne what you hau'e feene to night. 
Both. My Lord we will not. 

Ham. Nay but fweare't. 

Hora. In faith my Lord not f. 
tMar . Nor I my Lord in faith. 

Ham. Vpontn/Swordo 

* 
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Prince c/Dcnmarkc’ 

xfar Wehaue fworne my Lord alreadie. 

Ham! Indeed rpon my Sword, indeed. 

Ghoft cries vader tbt Stage. 

Come on, you heart this fellow »n the Stllerige, 

Confent to fweare. , 

Hora. Propofe the oath my Lord. 

Ham. Neuer to fpeake of this that you hauc feene, 

Sweareby my Sword. 

Ghoft . Sweare. . „ , 

Ham. Hie, & vbtfy then weele ihift our ground : 

Come hether Gentlemen, 

And lay your hands againe vpon my Sword, 

Sweare by my Sword , . , 

Neuer to fpeake of this that you haue beard. 

Si Well faid olffM ole^ canft worke it’h earth fofaft, 

A worthy Pioncr once more remoone good friends. 

Hora. O day and night, but this is wondrous mange. 

Ham. And therefore as a ftranger giue it welcome. 

There are more things in bcau'en and earth Horatio , 

Then are dream’tof in your Philofophy : but come 
Heere as before, neuer fo helpe you mercy, 

(How ftrange orodde fo mere I beare my felfe. 

As I perchance hereafter ihall thinke meet. 

To put an Antike difpofition on 

That you at fuch times feeing me, neuer Ihall 

With armes incombred thus, or this head (hake, 

Or by pronouncing of fome doubtful! phrafe, 

As,wel,well we kno w, or we could and if we would, 

Or if we lift to fpeake, or there be and if they might. 

Or fuch ambiguous giuing out, to note) 

That you know ought of me, this do fweare, 

So grace and mercy at your mod need helpe you. 

Ghoft. Sweare. 

Ham. Reft, reft perturbed fpirit :fo Gentlemen, 

With all my loue I doe commend me to you, 

D a And 




The Tmgedie of Hamlet 



And what so pootc a mail as H4mlet is. 

May doe t’cxpreffc his loue and friending to you 

?rd in 6 fi notl!ckc : vs S“ ta logcte, 
^nd /ijll your fingers on your lips I pray ° * 

i he time is out ofioyht,0 curfcd fpight! 

That euer I was borne to fet it right,. 

Nay come, lets.goe together. * Exeunt. 



p , n . . . Ent ‘ r old PoloHiw, with his man o r two. 

Ofhisbchauiour* 
foy. My Lord, I did intend it. 

Tol. Marrie well faid.rery well faid;loofce you fir 

Enquire me firft what Danskers arc in Paris. * * 

And h°w, & vyho,what means,and where they keep. 
What company, at what cjcpcnce, and finding* P 

By this encompafment and drift of queftion b * 

That they do*«ow my fonne, come yon moreneerer 
* cn y our particular demands will tuch it 
Take you as ’ewere fome diftant knowledge of him 
As thus, I know his father, and his friends * 

And in part him, doe you markethis Reynaldo? 

™ e J % ^ very well my Lord, 

BufvTr dht 7 Pa “ hi T J . bUt yOU may {v f > not ft 
?“* ■?." behe I meane, he s verie wildc, 

Adduaed fo and fo, and there put on him 

What forgeries you pleafc, marrie none fo ranke 

As may di&onour him, take heed of that. 

But fir, fuch wanton, wild, and vfuall flip,. 

As are companions noted and mo ft knowne 

To youth and Iibcrtic, 

Eey, As gaming my Lord. 

w ° f j r “ kin 8i fenein g. fwcaring, 

Qaarrelhng drabbing, you may goe fo farre. 

vi i 1 ^, Lord ' that wou,d difhonour him. 

P°h Faith as you may feafon it in the charge. 



1 



Prince of Denmarke 

You muft not put another fcand all on him, 

That^not mymeaning, but breath his fauls fo qucntlf 
That they may feemc the taints of libcrtie, 

The flalh and out-breakc of a fierie mind, 
a fauaeeneffe in vnredaimed bloud. 

Of gene rail affaulc. 

Reu But my good Lord. 

PoU Wherefore (hould you aoc this r 
Key. I my Lord,I would know that. 

Pol. Marrie fir, heere’s my drift, 

And 1 beleeue it is a fetch of wit, 

You lavine thefe flight fullics on my fonne 
As t’were a thing a little foilde with working, 

M« "e you. your pule in corueifc, kim you would found 
Hauing euer feene in the prenominate Crimea 
The youth you breath of guiltie, be aflur d 
He clofes with you in thisconfcquence, 

©ood fir (or fo) or friend, or gentleman, 

According to the phrafe, or the addition 
Of man and Countrie. 

Key. Verie good my Lord. ' 

Pol. And then fir doos a this, a doos: what was I about to fay ? 
By the maffc I was about to fay fome thing, 

Where did I leaue ? 

Rey. At clofes in the coofequence. 

Pol. At clofes in the confequence, I marrie, 

He clofes thus, 1 know the Gentleman 
I faw him yeflerday, or th* other day. 

Or then, or then, with fuch ot fuch, and as you fay i 
There was a gaming there, or tooke in s towfe, 

There falling out atTennis, orperchance 
I faw him enter fuch or fuch a houfe of fale, 

Videlicet, a Brotbell or fo forth, fee you now, 

Your bait of fallhood : take this carpe of truth. 

And thus doe we of wifdome, and of reach, 

Withwindleffes rand with aflayesof bias, 

By indire&s find dirc&ions out. 

So by my fotmer teftwre and aduife 




T be Tragedie of Hamlet 

Pei. God buy yce, far yee well. 

Good my Lord. 

P p 1 ’ Gbferuc his inclination in your fclfc. 

Pej. I {hall my Lord. 

Pel. And let him ply his Mufick. 

WcJJ m y Lor d. Exit Re,. 

ol ; F o We i HO j W n ° W °P hel ‘*>^™ the matter? 
pl haue biofo affrighted 

Pfie. With what i’th nameof God i * 

T nr A u Lo [ d \ as 1 was lowing ill my Cloffet, 

• mj r ******** W1 *h his doublet all vnbrac’d 
hat vpon his head his ftockins fouled, ’ 
gartred, and downe gyred to his ankle, 
e as his flint, his knees knocking each ocher 
And w„h .look fo pinioua in pnrport ’ 

As if he had beene loofed out of hell 

pP ea ! c f horror*, hecomesbefore me. 
tol. Mad for thy louc? 

Ophe, My Lord I doe not know, 

*r— truly I doe feare ir. 

Polo. Whatfaid he? 

Thfn tl 1 ? t0ok ™ b y thc held me hard. 

Then goes he to the length of all his armc, 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow. 

He fals to fuch perufall of my face 
As a would draw it; long ftaid he fo, 
c 3 j 3 little fluking of mine arnie. 

He raffed" r lS J?r ad rhus wau,n g V P *"d downe, 

A, ir d f fr a figh fo P ,tt,ous an ^ profound, 

Ani a [ CC T C to fhattcr a11 his b «lhc. 

And Cnd f^ b , eiD § ; ,hat d6ne > he lets me goe. 

And with his head ouer bis fhouldcrs turned 

e leem d to find his way withSut his eyes, • 

And?* 1 °u fd , 0 n r L es hc went without their heJpes, 

And to the laft bended their light on me. F * 



Prince o/Denmarke. 

Pole. Come, goe with me, I will go feeke the King, 

This is the very extafie of loue, 

Whofe violent propertie forgoes it lelfe, 

And leads the will to defperate vndertakings 
As oft as any paflions vndcr heauen 
That does afflia our natures : I am fornc. 

What, haue you giuen him any hard words of late ? 

Ophe. No my good Lord, but as you did command 
1 did repell his Letters : and denied 
Hisacccffetome. 

Pol. That hath made him mad, 

I am forrie, that with better heed and judgement 

I had not coted him, I fear’d he did but trifle 

And meant to wracke thee, but befhrow my Iealsufie: 

By heauen it is as proper to our age 

To caft beyond our felues in our opinions. 

As it is common for the younger fort 
To lacke difetetion jeome, goe we to the King, 

This rouft be knowne , which being kept clofe,roight moue 
More griefe to hide, then hate to vtter loue, 

Come. Exeunt. 

tfbrtfh. Enter King and Qneene, Refeneratu and 

Guyldtnftense. 

King. Welcome deere Rofencratu and Gu,ldenfteme t 
Moreouer, that we much did long to feeyou, 

The need we haue to vfe you did prouoke 
Our haftic fending, fomething haue you heard 
Of Hamlets transformation fo call it, 

Sith nor th’ exterior, nor thc inward man 
Refembles that it was, whatitfhould be, 

More then his fathers death,that thus hath put him,. 

So much from the vnderftanding of himfelfe 
I cannot dicame of : I intreat you both, 

That being of fo young day<£s brought vp with him, 

And fith fo neighboured to his youth and hauour. 

That you vouchfafe your reft heere in our Court 
Some little time, fo by your companies. 

To draw him on topleafures, and to gather 



T he TrageMe 0/* Hamlet 

So much as from occafion you may gleane, 

Whether ought to vs vnknowne affli&s him thus, 

1 That opend lies within our remedie. 

^«w.Good gentlemen, he hath much talkc of you, 
And furc I am, two men there are not liuing, 

To whom he more adheres, if it will pleafc you 
To fhew vs fo much gentry and good will, 

As to extend your time with vs a’ while. 

For the fupply and profic of our hope, 

Y our vilitation fhall recciue fuch thankes 
As fits a Kings remembrance. 

Rof. Both your Maiefties 
Might by the Soucraigne pdweryouhaucofvs. 

Put your dread pleafures more into command 
Then to intreatie. 

Guyl. But we both obey. 

And here giue vp our felues in the full bent. 

To lay our feruice freely at your feet. 

King. Thanks Roftncraw , and gentle Guyldenfterne, 

j£W.Thanks GnyldenfiernejM gentle Refcencraut. 
And befeech you inftantly to vifit 
My too much changed fonue : goefome of you 
And bring ihefe Gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Gwj'/.Heauens make our prefence and our pra&ices 
Pleafant and helpfull to him. 

Quet. I Amen. Exeunt Ref. and Gujli 

Enter Polentw. 

Po/’.Th'embafladors from Noiwaj my good Lord, 
Are ioyfuily return’d . 

King. Thou ft ill haft bin the father of good newer. 

Pel. Haue I my Lord? I allure my good Liege, 

I hold my dutie as I hold my foule. 

Both to my God, and to my gracious King ; 

And I doe thinke, or elfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the tray le of policie fo furc • > 

As it hath vs’d to doe, that I haue found 
The very caufe of Hamlets lunacie. 

King. O fpeake of that, that doc I long to heare. 



Prince o/Denmarkel 

Polo Glue firft admittance to the Embaffdort ] 

Vf « nevves fhall be the fruit to. that great feaft. , 

Thy fclfc doc grace to them, and bring them in. 

He tels me my decree : Gertrud he hath found 
The head and fource of all your fonnes diftempec. 

Ouee. I doubt it is no other but the mame, 

Hisfathers death, and.our haftie marriage. 

Enter Embajfadcrsn 

King. Well> we (ball lift him, welcome my good friends, 
Sav Veltemand, what from our brother Norway? 

Volte. Molt faire returne of greetings and defires; 

Vpon our firft, he fern out to fuppreffe 
His Nepht wes leuies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation gainft the Poliacke, 

But better lookt into,hc truly found 
It was agair.ft yourHighnelfc, whereat grieu’d 
That fo tiis ficknclfe, age, and impotence 
Was «fty borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Foftenbrafe, vihich he in briefe obey es, 

Rcceiues rebuke from /7or>wjr,and in fine. 

Makes vow before his Vncle neuer more 

To g ueth’tff y of Armcs agakift your Maieftie : 

Whereon old Norway overcome wirhioy, 

Giu^s him three fcore thoufand crownes in anualfee, r 
And his comroiffion to imploy thofe Souldiers, 

So leuied (ai before) againft the ‘Poliacke, 

With an entreaty herein further (hone, . 

That it might pleafe you to giue quiet palfe 
Through your Dominions for this enterprise 
On fuch regards offatetie and allowance 
As therein are fet downe. 

King. T likes vs well. 

And at our more confidered time, weeic read, 

AnfwW, and thinke vpon this bufineffc s 

Myane time,we thank you for your wel took labour. 

Go to your reft, at night weele feaft together, 

Moft y\ elcome home. Exeunt Emkajfadors. 

* ''Felt This bufiiicife is well ended; 0. 
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Tie Tragedie e/Hamlet 

My Liege and Madam, to depopulate 
What maieftie (hould be, what dutie it, 

Why d y is day, night night, and time it time, 

Were nothing but to wafte night, day, and time. 

Therefore brcuitie is the foule of wit, - 

And tedioufneffe the limmes and outward floriihess 

I will be briefe your noble fonne is mad ; 

Mad call I it, for to define true madncfle, 

What ift but to be nothing elfe but mad ? 

But let that goe. 

Qfiee. More matter with leffe art, 

Pol. Madam, I fweare Ivfe no art at all. 

That he’s mad tis true, tis true, tis pittie, 

A nd pittie tis, tis true, a fooiifh figure. 

But farewell it, fori will vfe no art, 

Mad let vs granthim then, and nowremaioes. 

That we find out the caufe of this effe&, 

Or rather fay the caufe of this defeft 
For this effect dcfetSiuc comes by caufe : 

Thus it remaines and the remainder thus 
Perpend, 

I haue a daughter, haue while fhe is mine, , 

Who in her dutie and obedience, markc, 

Hath giuen me this, now gather and furmife, 

Totbt Ce/eftiall mdmj faults I doll the moff beautified 
Ophelia, that's an ill phrafe i a vile phrafe , beauts - . 
fied is a vile phrafe , but you [had heart :thu>i» her 
excellent white bofome. tbefe&e. 

Quee. Came this from Hamlet to her ? 

Pol. Good Madam flay awile, I will be faithful], 

Doubt thou theftars are fiee. Letter. 

Doubt that the Sunne doth maue. 

Doubt truth ta be a Iyer , 

Tut nett er doubt l latte. 



O detre Ophelia, I anvil! at thefe numbers, Ihsue not an 
reckon my groanes, but that I loue thee beft, oh moftbeft be- 
Jeeue it . adiew. Thine eucrroore moftdeare La die. whileft this 
machine is to him. 

Pol, This in obedience hathmy daughter w& me (JJamlth 
And more about hath his folicijdngs 



(Prince of Denmark 



A s they fell out by time, by meantSi and place, 

^ Bn thov^h ath (he receiu'd his loue> 

K p e h\ would faine proue fo, but what might you think# 

When I had feene this hot loue on the wing ? 

As I petceiu’d it (I mult tell you that) 

Before my daughter told me, what might you. 

Or mv deare Maieftie your Qtieene heere thmke. 

If I had plaid the Deskc, or Table- booke, 

Or giuen my heart a working mute and dumbe. 

Or lookt vpon this loue withidle fight. 

What miehc you thinke?no, I went round to worke. 

And my ycung Miftreffe this I did befpeakc, 

Lord Hamlet is a P rince out of thy fta rte. 

This muft not be : and then I preferipts gaue her 
That fhe ftiould locke her ftlfe from his retort, 

Admit no meffengers, rcceiue no tokens. 

Which done (he tooke the fruits of my aduite. 

And he repel’d, a fhort tale to make, 

¥c\\ into a fadneffe, theainto a faft, 

Thenceto a watch, thence into aweakr.efle. 

Thence to lightneffe, and by this dedenfiosi, 
into the madneffc wherein now he raues, 

, And all we roourne for. 

King. Doe you thinke this ? 

Quee. It may be very like. . - 

Pol. Hath there beene fuch a time, I would fame kstow that* 
That I haue pofitiuely faid, tisfo. 

When it prou’d otherwife ? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol. Take this, from this, if this be otherwife? 

If circumftances lcade me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the Centre. 

King. How may we trie it further ? 

Tot. You know fometimes he walkesfoure houres together 

HfPrii* in I nKhtf. 




The Tmgedie of Hamlet 

Qifet. So he does indeed I, 

JV. At fuch a time; ile loofe my daughter to hi™ 

Be you and I behind an Arras then, 5 

Marke the encounter, if he ioue her not, 

And be not from his reafon falne thereon 
Let me be no afliftant for a State 
But kcepe a Farme and Carters, 

King. .We will trie it. 

n « . , Enter Afowfcr. 

Qiffc. But looke where fadly the poore wretch com<. , .. 

Pol. Away t l do befeech you both away Exit J&l 
lie boord him prefendy, oh giue me leaue 
«ow does my good Lord Hamlet f 
Ham. Well, Gcd a mercy. 

Pol. Doe you know me my Lord ? 

ExceHent well, you are a Filhmonger. 

Pol. Not I my Lord. 6 

Then I wouldyou werefo honeft a man 
Pol. Honcli my Lord, 

Ham. I fir to be honeft as this world goes 
Is to be one man pkkeout of ten thou^d, * 

Pol. That s very true my Lord, 

^i*t**JF®* if the Sun breed maggots in a dead Anna, l • 

good k if fi ngcarrjon< Haueyoufdau^hter? d ° g§ ' ^ 
l°l» I hatremyLord. & 

BtlttivnZ* ^ er , nor Sun, conception is a blefline 

P.) y h' ' la ? 8h " r conceiuc, fried to v. " g ’ 

he knew mt oiSft & SS'iBS* “V ^ au ghtci', yet 

n«t""w s i 7 y f y ° U f ' 1 fuirt " d mu * Mo™ B °% 

lZ: hS - BC hi “ What doe you read Jroy 

Ham. Words, words, words. 

„ ' What is the matter my Lord* 

Ham.' Betweene who. s 

Pol. I meane the matter that you read my Lord 

men haue grey R ° gUe faiesherc ‘ that0,d 

? ur g ,n g thick Ambcr/and Plum^^G^ theyhiyel 



Prince of Denmarke. 

i *r uioA^ofwic together with moll wcake harns^all which 

plcnnfuU I’cheot vuritog e bd „ m , ye. I hold it 

*^£ ftSKrtL L iJ.fi, /our fdfe ft fed. grow 

walke out of the aite my Lord ? 

**mL7J*£ of the aire ; how ptegnant fometime. 
hi. e„ He. . re »h. PP ,u. S rh.t often nr.dne.hit. on whreb reafon 
^dS riecouldnoc fo p.ofperoufly be deliue.cd of.l wrlle.ue 
him and mydaugbter. My Urd,l will take nry leaue of you. 

STyou cannot take I from mt any thing that will no. mope 
willingly pan withall : except my life, erateptmy hfe, exceptmy 

j.^ e> ® * Enter Gmldtrfiert>e,*»d Rofoner am. 

Telo. Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thcfe tedious old fooles . 

Palo. You goc to feeke the Lord Hamlet, there he is. 
.Ro/lGotKaueyoufir.. 

GhjI, My honor d Lord.. 

Hd^M^cdknt good friends, how doft thou GmUenfie 
A Roftncraui , good lads how doe you both ? 

RoP As the indifferentchildrcnof the earth. 

Gujl. Happy, in that we are not eucr happy on Fortunes lap, 

We ate not the very button. 

Haw.Nor the foies of her fhpoe. 

you huTabouther w aft,or in the middle of her fa- 

Guyl- Faith her priuates we. . . ( uorSa 

H4.L1 the fecrct parts of fortune, oh moft true,lne is a ltrumpct 

Whatnewcs? . rt , 

‘Rof. None my Lord, but the worlds growne honeft. (true; 

Ham. Then is Doomes dayneere, but yournewes is not 
But in the beaten way of friend fhip, what make you at Elfenoure- 
Rof. To vifit you my Lord, no other occafion. 

LLiw.Beggcr that I am,I am euer poore in thankes,but I thank 
you, and fare deare friends, my thanks are too deare a halfpenys: 
were you not fent for? is it your owne incliningiis it a free vifita 
tion? come, come, deale iuftly with me, come, come, nay fpeake. 



Verne ?: 



Gujl. 



ay Lojd ? 



Harnl 
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The Tngedie ©/Hamlet 

Ham.hny thing but to r th purpofejyoo were fent for.and ihete 
is a kind of confcfhon in your lookes, which your modefties haue 

hauefent e f n ° U8 u t0 CUll ° Ur ’ 1 k °° W tbe g0<wl Kin S and Qucene 
**/. To what end my Lord? 

Ham. That you mult teach me : but let me coniure you, by the 
rights of our fellowfliip, by the confonancie of our youth- by the 
obi gation of our eucr prefeiued loue ; and by what more deare 
a better propofer can change you witha],beeuen and dire# with 
mee whether you were lent for or no. 

Rof. What fay you? 

W*«.Nay the n I haue an eie of you,if you lou e me hold not off, 
■GttjL My Lord we were fern for. 

Ham. I will tell you why fo fhalI,my anticipation preuent your 
difcoueric & your fecrecie to the King and Queen moult no 7 fea- 
ther, I haue of late, but wherefore Ilcnow not, loitt all my mitth, 
forgon all cuftome of exercifes , and indeede it goes foe hcauily 
"with my difpefition,that this goodly frame the earth, feeras to me 
a flerill promontorie, this moli excellent Canopie the aire, look 
you, this braue ore- hanged firmament, this maieflicall roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire, why it appearth nothing to mee but a foulc 
and peflilent congregation of vapours. What peece -of workeis 
a man,how noble in reafon,how infink in faculties, in forme and 
moouing,how expreflfe and admirable in affion, how like an An- 
gell in apprehenfion, how like a God : the beautie of the world ; 
the parragon of Annimales,&yet to roe, what is this quin teflence 
of duft? man delights not mee nor woman neither, though by 
your froiling you feeme to fay fo. 

Rtf. My Lord there was no fuch ftttffe inmy thoughts. 

Ham. Why did yeelaugh i hen, when I faid man delights not me. 

Rof. To thinke my Lord if you delight not in man, what Lenten 
entertainment the plaiersfhall rcceiuefrom you, wee coted them 
on the way,and hether are the coming to offer youfetuice, 

Ham. He that plaies the Kirg (hall be welcome, his Maieft c 
fhall haue tribute on mee , the aduenterous Knight fhall vfe his 
foyle and target, the louerfliall not-fing gratis, the humorous man 
fhall end his part in pe:ce and the Ladic fhall fay her mind freely * 
or the blanke verl'e fhall hault fot’t. What players are they ? 

Rof. Euen thofe you were wont to take fuch delight in, the Tra- 
gedians of the Citie. H/vr>» 



Prince e/Denmarke, 

Jim. How chances tube trauaile ? their refidence both in re- 
futation and profit was Setter both waies. 

^ Rof Ithinke their inhibition > comes by the meanes of the 

3at /? 4 ».Do the bold the fame eftimation they did when Iwas 
in the Citie ? are they fo followed ? 

R 0 r. No indeede ate they not. 

Ham. It is not very ftrange,fot my Vtyde is King of Dramarke, 
& thofe that would make mouths at him while my father lined, 
giuetwentie,fortie, fiftie, a hundred duckets a peece, for his Pic- 
ture in little : s’blottd therels fomething in this more then natu- 
rall,if Philofophy could fin d it out- t/i fiottrijh. 

Cujl. There are plaiers. 

Ham. Gentlemen youare welcome to Elfo»ottrt, your hands, 
come then th’apportenance of welcome is fafhion and ceremo- 
nies let mee comply with you in this garb: let nay extent to the 
Platers, which J tell you muft fhowe fairely outwards , fhould \ 
more appearc like entertainment then yours ? you are welcome : : 
but ray Vncle-father, and Aunt-mot her,aredeccaued. 

Gujl. In what my d care Lord. _ 

Ham. I am but mad North North- weft ;when the wind is Sou- 
therly, I know a Hawke, from a Hand-faw. 

Enter Polonitu . . y 

P«/. Well be with you Gentlemen. 

fWHark you GujHenfierne, and you to, areeach earea hearer, 
that great babie as you fee is not yet out of bis fwsdling clouts. 

Rof. Happily he is the: fecond time come to them , for they fay 
an old man i* twice a child. 

Ham. I will propheeie that he comes to tell me of the Plaiers ; 
raarke it, you fay right fir a Monday morning t°was then indeed 

'Pol. My Lord I hauenewes to tell you. 

Ham. My Lord I haue newesto tell you : when Rofpm was 
an A&orinRome. 

Pal. The A&ors are come hether ray Lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz,- 

Pol. Vpon my honour. 

Ham . Then came each Adfor on bis Affe. 

Ptf/.The beft afiors in the world, either for Tragedie,Comcdte, 
Hiftorie,Paftoxall,Paftor3l-Comicall,Hiftorical-Paftor all, feeme 

indcuidable. 
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T be Trdgedie of Hamlet 

Indeufdable, or Poem vnlimitcd. Seneca cannot be too hesuie 1 
nor Plautus too light for the law of writ , and the libertie : thefc 
are the onely men. : "■ 1 

Ham. O leptha Iudge of Ifrael, what a treafure bad ft thou? 
Pol. What a treafure had he my Lord ? 

Ham. Why one faire daughter and no more , the which he lo- 
ued palling well. 

Pol. Still on my daughter. 

Ham. Arhlnot i’th right o\d leptha t 
Pol. What follower then my Lord ? 

Ham. Why as by lot God woe , and then you know it came to 
pafie,as moft like it was ; the firft rowe of the pious chanfon will 
fhow you more, for looke where tny abridgement comes. 

- ■ Eater the Players, 

Ham. Yoti are welcome tnaifters, welcome all, lam glad to fee 
thee well, Welcome good friends, oholdfrier^l, why thy face is 
valanc’d (ince I faw thee laft , com’ft thou to beard mee in Den - 
enarkje l what my young Ladie and Miflris, my Ladie your Ladi« 
fhip is ncercr to Heauen,then when l faw you laft by the altitude 
of a chopine, pray God your voice like a peece ofvncurranc gold, 
be not crackt within the ring : maifters you are all welcome, 
weeleento’t like friendly Faukners, flieat anything wefee,weele 
haue a fpeech ftrait, come giue vs a tafte of your qualitie, cornea 
paflibnate fpeech. 

Player. What fpeech my good Lord ? 

Ham. I heard thee fpeake me a fpeech once, but it wasneuerac* 
ted, or if it was, notaboue once, for the play I remember pleafd 
not the million^ t’was cauiary to the general.butit was aslrecei- 
tied it and others, whofe judgements in fuch matters c r ied in the 
top of mine, an excellent play, well digefted in the feenes , fet 
downe with as much modefly as cunning. I remember one faid 
there were no fallets in the lines, to make the matter fauory, nor 
no matterin the phrafe that might indite the author of affeflioD, 
but cald it an honeft method, as whole fome as fweer^afld by very 
much, more handfome then fine : one fpeech in’t 1 chiefly loued, 
t’was z/£neat talke to Dido, and there about ofitefpecially when 
lie fpeakes of Priams flaughter.ifit liue in your memory begin at 
this line, let me fee, let me iec^the rugged P/rA«rIikeTh‘ircanian 

Beaft, 
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Prince o/Denmarkc" 

Beaft, th not it begins with Vjrrhus.Thc rugged Pyrrfsm, he 0 

BhdSlisp^rpoVe did the night refcmble, 

When helay couched in th’ominous horfe. 

Hath now this dread and black comple&ionfmeard, 
WithHcraldy more difmallhead to foot. 

Now is be totall Gules, horridly trtekt 

With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, fonnes, 

Bak’d and embafted with the parching ftreets 
Than lend a tirrancus and a damned light 
To their Lords murther,roftcd in wrath and nrc. 

And thus ore-cifed with coagulate gore. 

With eyes like Carbuncklcs.the hellilhPjpr/w* 

Old cranfire Priam feekes ; fo proceed you. . 

Pol. Foregod my Lord weilfpoken, with good accent and 
pt. Anon h. (Sid, Hm . . UooiiSamoo. 

Striking too (bort atGreekes.his antickc fword 
Rebellious to his arme, lies where it falls, 

Repugnant to command ; vnequall matcht, 

Pirrhus at Priam driues, n rage (hikes wide. 

But with the whiffe and wind of his fell fword, 

Th’vnnerued father falls : 

Seeming to feele this blow, with flaming top 
Stoopes to his bafe ; and with a hiddious cralh 
Takes prifoner Pirrhus eare,for lo his fword 
Which was declining on the milkic head 
Ofreuerent Priam, feem’d i’th ayre to flick, 

So as a painted tyrant Pyrrhus flood 
Like a newtrall to his will and matter. 

Did nothing : 

But as we often fee againft fome ftorme, 

A filenceinthebeauens,the racke ftand Bill, 

The bould winds fpcechlefle, and the orbe below 

As hufti as death, anon the dreadfull thunder 
Doth rend the region, fo after Pirrhus paufe, 

A rowfed vengeance lets him new a worke. 

And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall, , 

On Marfes Armor forg’d for proofe eterne, 

V Vith leffe remorfe then Pirrhus Weeding fword 

Now falls on Prim* P ® iJS 



The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Out, out, thou ftrumper Fortune ! all yeu gods. 

In general ly nod take away her power, 

Breake all the fpokes, and fellowes from her wheele. 

And boule the round naue dowue the hill of heauen * 

As lowe as to the Bends. 

Polo. This is too long. 

Ha. It fhal to the barbers with your beardjprethee fay on he’s 
for a Iig,or a tale of bawdry, or he fleepes,fay on.come to H leuba 
Play. But who, a woe, had feene the mobled Queene. 

Ham. The mobled Qtjeene. 

Polo. That’s good. 

Play. Runne barefoot vp and downe,thrcatningthe flames* 
With Bi/oh rhume,a clout vpon that head 
Where late the Diadem flood, and for a robe. 

About her lanck and all ore-teamed loynes, 

A blancketin the alarme offeare caught vp. 

Who this had feene, with tongue in venom fteept, 

Gainfl fortunes Bate would treafon haue pronounc’d- 
But if the gods themfelues did fee her then. 

When the Taw Pirhm make malicious fport 
In mincing with hisfword her husbands limmes. 

The inflantburfl of clamor that Ibe made, 

Vnlefle things mortall mooue them not at all, 

Would haue made milch the burning eyes of heauen 
And pafllon in the gods. 

Pol. Looke where he has not turned his collour, and has teares 
in’s eyes prethee no more. 

Ham. Tis well, lie haue thee fpcake out the reft of this foone, 
goockirty Lord will you feethe Players well beftowed; doe you 
heare, let them be well vfed, for they arc the abflra& and breefe 
Chronicles of the time ; after your death you were better haue a 
bad Epitaph then their ill report while you liue. 

Pol. My Lord, I will vfe them according to their deferr* 

Ham. Gods bodkin man, much better,vfe euery man after his 
deferr, and who (hall fcape whipping, vfe them after your owne 
honour and dignitie, the ldfe they deferue the more merritisin 
your bouncy. Take them in. 

‘Pol, Come firs. 

Hd.Follow him friends, wcele here a play to morcowidofl thou 




(prince of Denmarkc. 

heare me old friend,can you play the murther of Gtm**go ? 

*Ham ^Weele hau’t to morrow ni ght, you could for need ftudy 
a fpcech of feme dofen lines, or fixteene lines, which I would fet 
downeand infert in’c : could you not ? 

Haw Very well, follow that Lord, and looke you mocke him 
not. My good friends, lie leaue you till night, you are welcome 
to Elfonourt. Exeunt Poland Players. 

Rof. Good my Lord. Ex,t - 

Ham. I fo,God buy to you, now I am alone, 

O what a rogue and pefant flaucam 1 ! 

Js it not monftrous that this Player here 
But in a fixion.in a drearoe of paflifin 
Could force his foule fo to his owne conceit 
Thatfromher wotking all the vifage wand, 

Teares in his eyes,diftra<flion in his afpeft, 

A broken voice, and his whole function futing 
VVith formes to his conceit ; and all for nothing. 

For Hecuba. 

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to her, 

That he Ihould weepe for her? what would he doe 

Had he the motiue,and that for paflion 

That I haue? he would drowne the ftage with teares. 

And cleaue the generall eare with horrid fpeech. 

Make mad the guilty ,aud appeale the free. 

Confound the ignorart,and amaze indeed. 

The very faculties of eyes and cares ; yet I, 

A dull and muddy mettled raskall peafce, 

Like Iobn- a-dreames, vnpregnant of my caufe,} 

And can fay nothing; no not for a King, 

Vpon whole property and moft deare life,^ 

A damn’d defeate was made : am I a coward, 

Who calls me villain, breaks my pate a croflc, 

Plucks off my beard, and blowes it in my face, 

Twekes me by the nofe,giues me the ly i’th throat 
As deepe as to the lunges : who does me this, 

Hah ! s ’wounds 1 fhould takeit : for it cannot be 
But I am pidgion liucrd.ai.d lacke gall 
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The Tragcdie of Hamlet r 

To make opprcffion bitter, or ere this 
I ftiould haue fatted all the region ky tes 
With this (hues offall^bioody.baudy villaire, 

Remoiflefle, treacherous, letcherousjkindlcflc villain. 
v Why what an Aflc am I ? this is moft brauc, 

That I the fonne of a deerc father murthercd, 

Prompted to my reucnge by heauenand hell, 

Muft like a whore vnpack my heart with words. 

And fal a cuifing like a very drabbe ; ftallion, fie’vpponr foh. 
About my braines,hum,I hauc heard, 

That guiltie creature* fitting at a play, 

Haue by the very cunning of the Scene, 

Beene ftrooke fo to the foulest bat presently 
They haue proclaim'd their malcfadions: 

For murther though it haue no tongue will fpeake 

With moft miracuiousorgan. lie haiietl efe Players 

P'ay fomthing like the murther of my father 

Before mint Vncle, Ije obfe: ue his lookes, 

lie tent him to the quick, if a do blench ' 

Jknow my com fe. The fpilit that I hauefecnc 

May be a diuelljand the dmell hath pow er 

TV flume a plcafiog fhape ; yea and perhaps. 

Out of my weakenefle and my mclancholly. 

As he is very potent with fuchfpirits, 

Abufcsme to damneme \ lie haue grounds 

More rela iue then this, the pby’s the thing 

Wherein lie catch the conlcience of the King. Exit* 

Enter King, Qucene, Polonittt, Ophelia, Rafencrauj,Ct^L 
denjlerne, Lords 

King. And can you-by no drift of conference 
Get from him why he puts on this confufion. 

Grating fo harfhly all his daies of quiet 
Withiurbulent and dangerous lunacie ? 

EofiHc dooes confcffe he fecles himfelfediftra&ed, 

But from whatcaufe a will by nomeanes fpeake, 

Gujl. Nor do w;e find him forward to be founded. 

But with a crafty madnefFe kecpcs aloofe 
When we yvouid bring him on to fomeconfefiloo; 




Priori o/Denmarkei 

°'|;rDWhhcmu erW cin 

^Niggard of queftion, but of our demands 

U °q!IT Did you aflay bimto any paftime? 

S Madam, it fo felloutthat certame Payers 
Weluught on the way, ofthef.we told km. 

And there did feeme in km a km d of »J 
To heare of it : they arc heere about the ^Court, 

And as Ithinke, they haue alreadie order 
This night to play before him* 

Pol. Tis moft true. , fl . # 

And he befeeebt me to tntreat your Maieflie* 

To heare and fee the matter. 

King. With all my heart, 

And it doth much content me 
To heare him fo inclin’d. . 

Good Gentlemen giue him afurth*redge. 

And driue his purpofe into thefe delights. 

Rof. We fhali my Lord. Exeunt Rof. & G J » 
King. Sweet Gortrard, leauevstwo. 

For we hauedofely Cent for Hamlet hether^ 

That he as t’were by accedent, may heere 
Affront Ophelia her father and my Wlc, 

VVee’le fobeftow our (clues, that feeing vnlceue* 
We may of their encounter frankly iudge, 

And gather by him as he is behau d, 

Ift be th’af fliaion of his loue or ho 
That thus he (offers for,. 

Qupe. 1 (hall obey you. 

And for my Ophelia I doe wi(h 
Thatyour good beauties be the happy eauie 
Of Hamlets wildn. ffe, fo (hall I hope yourvcitUCS- 
Will bring him to his wonted way againe. 

To both your honours. 

Ophe. Madam. IamAi it may. 

Pol, Ophelia walk you hereigtacious fo plcaic jro*»*. 



The Tragedie of Hamht 

We willbeftow ourfelues;readon this Booke 
That (how of fuch an exercifetnay colour * 

Your lowlineffejwe are oft too blame in this, 

Tis too much prou’d, that with deuotionsTifaee 
And pious aftion, we doe fuear ore 
The Deuill himfelfe. 

King, O tis too true, 

How fmart a lafh that fpeech doth giue my confcience 
The harlots cheeke beaucied with plaftring art. 

Is not more vgly to the thing that helps it. 

Then is my deed to mymoft painted word: 

O heauy burthen j 

Enter Hamlet, 

Pol, I beare him comming, withdraw my Lord. 
.„* m : To be >° I r f not to be, that is the queftion. 
Whether us nobler in the mind to fuffer 
The flings and arrowes of outragious Fortune 
Onto take armes againft a Sea of troubles, * 

And by oppofing end them : To die to fleepe 
No more s and by a fleepe, to fay we end 
The hart-ake, and the thoufand naturall fliocks 
That flefh is heire to j tis a confommation 
Deuoutlyjto be wiflit to die to fleep. 

To fleep, perchance to dreame, I there’s the rub 
For in that fleep of death what dreames may come ? 
When we haUe fliuffled oflfthrs roortall coyle 
Muft giue vs paufe, there’s the refpeft 
That makes calamity offo long life : 

For who would beare the whips and fcornes of time, 

J h oppeffors wrong, the proud mans contumely, 
n Ir ^ P®®8 S °f "AwimiiiUhe La wes delay, 

T e in faience of office, i^nd the fpurnes 
Tb^t patient merit of th’vn worthy takes, 

W hen himfelfe might \\\% quiet ut make 
With a bare bodkin ; who would fardels beare. 

To grunt and fweat vnder a weary life ? 

But that the dread offomething after death. 

The vndifeouer’d Conn trie, from whofe borne 



<Prince o/Denmarke. 

Then flie to others that we know not of. 

Thus confcience dooes make cowar , 

And thus the natiue hiew of bUmm ' 

Is fickled ore with the pale caft of thoug . 

And Enterprizes of great pitch and mome , 

With this regard theircurtents turne awry. 

And loofc the name of action. Soft you now* 

The faire Ophelia , Nimph in thy Orizons 
Be all my fins remembred. 

Ophe. Good my Lord, ’ 

How dooes your honour for this many a day ? 

Ham. I humbly thanke you; well. 

Ophe.UyloxA I haue remembrances of yours 
That I haue longed long to re-dehuer, 

I pray you now receiue them. 

Ham. No, not I, I neuer gaue you °“g ht ; m 

Ophe. My honor’d Lord, you know right w J * 

And with them words of fo fwcet breath c°mpold 
As made tbefe things more rich : their perfume loft. 

Take thefe againe, for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poore when giuers ptoue vnkind,. 

There my Lord. 

Ham, Ha, ha, arc you honeft, 

Ophe. My Lord. 

Ham. Are you faire? 

Ophe. What roeanes your Lordfhip ? j. . 

Ham. That if you be honeft and faire , you fhould admit no 

difeourfe to your beautie* 

Ophe. Could beaude my Lord haue better commerce 

Then with honefty ? - 

Ham. 1 truly, for the power of beaude will fooner transforme 
honeflie from what it is to a Baud, then the force or honefty can 
tranflate beaucie in his likeneffe , this was fometime a Paradoxe, 
but now the time giues it proofe, I did loue you once. 

Ophe. Indeed my Lord you made me belecue fo. 

Ham. You Ihould not haue belecu’d me/or venue cannot fo 



7 be Tragedte of Hamlec 

Ophe. I was the more deceiucd. 

Ham. Gc c thee a Nuory : why would’ft thou hn . l , 

o f ? "k l 7 fclfin ^ff"en«honeft r b«c yet I could 
? fUih thingSjthatit were bettor my Mother had nor h feme 
I am very proud.reuengeful, ambitious, with Lreofftc? 
be.k, then I haue thoghts to put them in.imasinat.cn r « V. 

fi^ape.or time to aft them in; what fliould (Vch f P u glUcdl * 

ciauling between. Earth and Heauen? vt am arram K^ 
licue none of vs. Go thy waies coa i\unry Whe?W ? , be - 
Ophe. At home my Lord. Y V s >° ur ^er? 

Ham. Let the doers be (hut vpon him, 

Far^xlf? ay P 7 thC f0 ° ,e 00 Wh£re but in ’ s ownc 

Ophe. O helpe him you Tweet Heauens. 
calumny, get %£%?+ 

Ty, marrie a foolc, for w.Tcmen know well enough what n *o ir " 

amble, and you lift younickname Gods creatures Sake^ou^ 
g0t °’ 1IC n0m0reon,t > hath made me 
already all but on? rt. in-° m ® mar f‘*g c » thofe that are married 
n 2 goc. fliaU hUC ^ thc reft to* 11 k «P* «* they are : to a 

Opje. o what a noble mind is here othrowne » 

The Courtiers, Soldiers, Scholers.eie, tongue, Tword 
Thex P eaat,on ai , d R 0 re°f th c f3 i r ^ ate g } * * 

TW^ 10 ?’ and the mould of forme, 

Sd F Off f* Pal ol? a C j“ er *’ q ui «> quite downe, 

t; ft r b L u e u m ° ft r eic<Sl * nd wret ched, 

T/.at fuckt the hony of his Mufick vow,es ; 

Now fee what noble and moft fouereigne rcafon 
Thlt Z' Ct b f ,S , ,angIcd out of ri *e. and harfh, ' 

1 >a»= feens wiat i hm fane, fawtm I fee. Exit. 

Ester 



Prince of Dfeflfoarfcc. 

Enter King and pslonim 

King. Loue : his affe&lons do not that way tfenil. 

Nor what he fpake, though it lackt forme a little, 

Was not like madnesj there’s fometfcing in his foule 
Ore which his melancholy fits on brood. 

And I doe doubt, thehatch and the difcolfe 
Will be fome danger; which fertopreuent, 
ihaae in qtfick determination 
Thus fet downe ; he (hall with %eed to England, 

For the demand of oumegle&ed Tribute, 

Haply the Seas, and Countries different. 

With variable ©bie&s (hall expel! 

This fomething fetled matter in his heart. 

Whereon his braines ftill beating 
Puts him thus from falhion of himfelfc. 

What tbinke yon ©n’t ? 
lW.lt (hall doe well. 

But yet dol bclieue the origen & comencement of it 
Sprung from negle&ed loue : how now Ophelia? 

You need not tell rs what Lord Hamlet faid. 

We beard it all : my Lord, doe as you pleafe, 

But if you hold it fit, after the play. 

Let bis Queen-mother all alone intreat him 
To (how his griefe, let her be round with him, 

And lie be plac’d (fo pleafe you) in theeare 
Of all their conference; if (he find him not. 

To £»g4»»dfend him ; or confine him where 
Your wifdome beft (hall thinke. 

King. It (hall be fo, 

Madncs in great ones muft net vnmatcht go. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, and three sfthe Players, 

Ham. Speake the lpecch I pray you as I pronounc’d it to you, 
trippingly on the tongue , but if you mouth it as many of our 
Players do, I had as hue the Town-crier (poke my lines, nor doe 
not faw the aire too much with your hand thus, but vfe al gently, 
for in the very torrent tempeft,& as 1 may fay ,whirl wind of your 
pa(fion,you mull acquire and beget a tempernce, that may giueic 
imoothnefte, O it offends me to to the foule , to heare a tobufli- 

G ©us 
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ous Perwjg.patcd fello w cere a pnffion t0 totrer* , . 

to fpleec the eares of the ground-hogs who for the m T" M 8*» 

capableofnothing but in explicable^.jmbc ftiewes and^f 3 '* 
would hauefueh a fellow whi P t for ote-doin«* tSL * n ° )fe:l 
Herodt, H trod, pray you auoid it. D 6 3nt j U out 

Pfoj. I warrant your honour. 

H* m . Be not too tame neither, but let vonr m«„ a-r . 

=?;Tssss~;5aS? 

^e^ " a ^ * ^tt^age* arul bo dieT oft he tirnc^hi^fo 

and preffure : Now thisou^done, or come Seoff «fc T 
makes the rnsk.lfull 1 iugh >C annot but make ih? iudiciou, erfe J 
thccenfureof which one muft in your allowance oTe-wS ’ 
whole Theater ofothers.O there be Player* that I haue fan nf % 
and heard otheri praifd.aad that highly.not to fpeakeit profane’ 

rfl nC o hCr buin 8 lW acccnc ^ drinks SS 

Chn/ha *, Pagan, no r man, haue i'o ftructed & bellowed thaU hare 
thought feme of Natures loumymeu had made men I„d„ 
made them well, they imitated htLnicie fo abonunably 
/'/«/. Ihope we haue reform’d that indifferently with vs. 

and ,ec thofc that play your 
Clownes Ipeake no more then is f« downe forthem forthtrebe 

' ht ^i ** «. on I&S23S 

” ?irV‘ '°’ !h,a S h >» «•» m(anetime,loflie 

hnoa! , J I,” ' hC I V b f , ' a '° bc co ,!li .it 

5 "5 ft(,, " ir “ 11 a| nti'ionin iht Pool. flat.. 

k«'£ Hownow “yl-oid, will the Kin^ 

P / Enter I' 1 ™’"*-, G-ujMenJlerveyaHdRoftneraus. 

Pd, And the (\icene to, and t hit prefen ly, 

vTi the Players make hafte.Will you two hclptohafon 

tr (then, 

Barn What how, Horatio. Enter Herat te. 

Hot*. Hecre fwcet Lord, at your feruice. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art cen as iulf a man 
As.eremy conuerfation eopc withalj. 

Bon* 



PrmS «/Denm«ke.' 

TTora. O try deate Lord. 

F ofwT;t^nam°n^ I ho|fro« thee 

Ess “ohth PMK > 

No let the candied tongue hek «b ( ur d pornpe, 

And crooke the pregnant hinges of the knee 

W here thrift may follow f ^™ n g> doft ’ 

Since nvy dearc loule was M ftns of her choice. 

And could of men dittingOifh hcr clea.on 
Shath feald thee for her felfe.for thou haft bin 
As one in fotferi. g all that fuffers nothing, 

A man that Fortunes buffets and rewards 

Haft tane with equall thanks; and blcft ate ‘hole 

Whofe blcud and iudgement arc fo well comedlett, 

That they are not a pipe for Fortunes finger 
To found what ftop Ihe pleafe : giue me that man 
That is not palfiom flaue,and 1 will weare him 
In my hearts core, I in my heart of heart 
As I do thee. Something too much of this, 

Thereis a play to night before the King, 

One Scene of it comes neeTe the circumftance 
"Which I haue told thee of my fathers death, 

I prethee when thou fcfcft that A a foot, 

Euen with the very comment of thy foulc 
Obfcrue my Vnde, if his occulted guile 
Doe not it ielfe vnkennill in one fpeecb, 

It is a damned Ghoft that we haue fecne. 

And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcan* ftithy ; eiue him heedful! note 
For I mine eic» will riuet to his face, 

And after we will both ouriudgements ioyne 
In cenfurc of his feeming. 

Bora. Well my Lord, 

If a ftealc oughi the whilft this Way is playing 
And f.ape detected, I will pay the theft. 

Enter T rampeti and Kettle DrtmmeTf King, Queue, 
Pelor.m , 'Ophelia. 

Haw. They ateeomming to the Play. I muft be idle. 










TV ^^ o/Hamlet 

Get you * place. 

"wg. How fares our Cou/in ? 

j«/w. Excellent Ifaich. 1 

Of the Camelions difh, I cat theajtc, 
PromiLcram’d,ypucannot.feed Capons fo. 

Kitg. I l.aue nothing wi.h this anfwer Hamlet, 

Thefe words are not mine. 

Ham. No nor rpinenow roy Lord. 

You playd once i'th the Vpiuerfitic you fay, 

Pol. That did I my Lord, and was accounted a good Aftor 
Haw. What did you ena& ? 

W I did enaft lulitu Caf*r t i waskild I’thiCapitall, 

’Brutm kild me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him to kill fo capital a calfe there. 
Be the Players (padie ? 

Rof. I my Lord, they.ftay vponyour patience. 

Ger. Come hither my deare Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham. No good mothe^here’s mettle more attra&iue.. 

P»l. O, oh, doe you marke that. 

Ham. Ladie {ball lie in.you^ Jap 
Of be. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke I meant Countrie matters? 

Op be. I thinke nothing my. Lord. 

Ham' That'S a faire thought to lie between maids legs.. 

Of be . What is my Lord.? 

Ham. Nothing; 

Of be. You are metrie my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? 



Of he, I my Lord. 

Ham. O God ! your enely Ijgge-maker,what fhould a man do 
but be metrie, for looke you how cherefully. my mother lookes, 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Ophe. Nay, tis. twice two moneths my Lord; 

HamSo long, nay then let the Deuill weareblack,for He haue 
aSute of Sables; O hcauens, die two moneths ago, and not for- 
gotten yet, then there’s hope a great mans memoric may out-liue 
his life halfe. a vearc,but ber Ladie a mud build Churches then, or 
elfe (hallafu0tr not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe, whofe 
Epitaph is, for O* for O, the Hobby-horfe it forgot. 




prince c/D enmarkc. 

Th, Trumpets found. iWryWfeW. 

Enter a King »*d - 

id 

* .„j i ea „ e s him-: the Queene returnee, finds the JCtng dead, make* 

V ’ . aElien, them finer with feme three orfiure comes tnagaine, 
P £ZJolemth ber.tht dead body is 

Oob VVhat mcanes this my Lord ? , f 

Ham. Marry it is munching MalUcejt meanes mifchcrfe. 

Opb. Belike this (how imports the argument of 

Ham. We (hall know by this fellow, Enter prologue. 

The Players cannot keepethey’le tell all. 

Prologue, For vs andfor our Tregedy, 

Hcere ftooping to your demencie, 

We beggeyour hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue or the pofie of a Ring ? 

Ophe. Tisbrieferoy Lord. 

Ham. As womans loue. 

Enter K mg and Queene. 

'King . Full thirty times hath Phcebue Cart; gone round 
JHeptunes fait wafh, and Telia* orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dofen Mooneswithi borrowed flseene 
About the world haue times- twelue thirties beene 
Since Loue our hearts, and Wjwewdidour haBds 
Vnite comutuall inmoftfacred bands. 

guee.So many, iourneyes may the Sun andMoon 
Make vs againe count or cere loue be done. 

But woe is me you are fo fickc of late, 

Sofarre from chcere, and from your former ftaieV r 
That Idiftruft you, yet though ! difttuit* 

Difcomfort you my Lord it nothing rauft. 

G 
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The Tmgedie of Hamlet ' , 

For women feare too much,euen as they Ioue ' 

And womens fcare and lone hold quantity * 

Euhcr none, in neither ought.or in extremity. 

Now what my Lord is proofe hath made you know.' 

And astnyJoue is ciz’ft ,my fcare is fo, 7 W 
Where lone is great,tbelitleft doubts are fcare. 

Where little fears grow greac^reat louc grows there 
Faith 1 muft ica “e thee loue,and ihortly to 
My operant powers their fnnflions lcauc to doc * 

And thou (halt liue in this faire world behind * 

Honord, belou’d, and haply one as kind, * 
ror husband (halt thou. 

Q*ee. O confound the reft. 

Such lone muft needs be treafpn in my breft. 

In fecond husband let me be accurft, 

The n inftJ dtb \ feC r nd,b J Ut Wh ° k,ld thcfirft - Ham.’Thzx's 

The i nuances that (ccond marriage mouc Wrtim . Vft j 

Are bafe relpea* ofthrift, but noneofloue wolaiw «^ 

A fecond time] kill my husband dead, ' 

When fecond husband kiflcs me in bed. 

do belceue you think what now you fpeak, 

But what we doe determine, oft we breake, 

Purpofc is but the (laue to memory, 

Of violent birth,but poore validity, 

Which now the fruit vnripe flicks on the tree. 

But fall vnfhaken when they mellow be. 

Moft neceflary tis thru we forget 

To pay ourfelues what to our fclues is debt. 

What to our fclues in paftion we propofe. 

The paflton ending, doth the purpofe lofe. 

The violence ofeither griefe or ioy, 

Their owne enna&orcs with thcmfclues deftroy, 

Where ioy moft rcuels, griefe doth moft lament, 

Griefe ioy, ioy griefcs,on (lender accedent, 

This world is not for aye,nor tis not ftrange. 

That euen ourloues (hould with our fortuns change, 

Fo: tis aqueftion left vs yet top roue, 

Whether Joue lead fortune, or elfc fortune Iou<\ 

The gteat man doyync,you marke hi< fauoumc flies, 

' ' The 
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Vtinit o/Dcnmarke? 

The poore aduanced makes friends of enemies,, 

And hethertoo doth loueon fortune tend. 

For who not needs,(haH neuer lack a friend. 

And v' ho in want a hollow friend doth try, 

D re aiy feafons him his enemy. 

But orderly to end where I begun, 

Our wills and fatesdo fo contrary run, 

Thar ourdeuices ftilkareouerihrowne, 

Our thoughts arc ours^tbeir ends none of our owife; 

So thinke ihou wilt no fecond husband wed. 

But dy thy thoughts when thy fit ft Lord is dead. 

jg«?c.Nor earth to me giue food, nor heauen light^ 

Sport and repofc lock from me day and ni ght, 

To defpetation tume my truft and hope, 

And Anchors cheete in prifon be my fcope, 

Each oppefite that blanks the face of ioy, 

Meet what I would haue well, and it deftroy. 

Both here andhence putfue me lading ftrife, 

If once I be a widdow.euer 1 be wife. 

Kiiif' Tis deeply fworne,fwect leaue me heare a while, 

My fpitits grow dull and faiae I would beguile 
The tedious day with deep, 

Qjiee. Sleep rock thy brain, 

And neuercomcmifchance betwixt vs twain Extu»t*>. 

Ham. Maddam.how like you this Play? 

Quee, The Lady doth pioceft too much me think*,. 

^T w . O but ftiee’le keep her word. . 

King. Haue you heard the argument ? is there no offence tat F* 
Ham. No, no, they do butieft, poifbn ioieft, no offence i\h- 
Kmg. What do you call thePlay ? (wor^d. 

Ham. The Moufe^rap , mary how tropically* this Play is the 
Image of a murthcr dpne in Pitm/a , Gonz.ago is the Dukes name, 
his uife Bapti/la, you (hall fee anon,: is a kn?ui(h piece of work,, 
bur what of that ? your Maiefty and we (hall haue free foulcs, itc 
touches vs not , let hegauled lade winch , our withers ate Vai- 
wrung. This is one Luctamu, Nephew toihc King*. 

Enter Lucian tu, 

Q»h. You are as good as a Chorut my Lord.. 

Ham. I could interpret betweene you and yaur loue 



Ham. if flic (hould 
break it now«. 



The Trag&eafihvdet 

If I could fee the puppies dallying. 

bellow for reuenge. 8 ’ C0me » th€ ««*«•§ R«uen doth 

Confideratefwfonjehno creatur^feelno^* ® C4mc l time agreeing, 

SErcfeSffiSS-. 

Thy naturallmagjcke.and dire propertie. 

On wholcfome life vfurps immediately. 

ht jZtT’t^' *^23^ 

J& fe - How fares my Lord ? * 
r P°l‘ Giue ore the Play. 

S iue mc fame Iight.awav. 

Tf 1 ‘ Lights, light* flights. Exeunt alU>ut He Jti 

Forfomcmuft watch whilftfomemuft fW < 

& » fo-r.ft „fL 

Rofes,on toy raz’d fhooes eet me a V '/i. tb mc » wuh prouracial 
Hera. Halfe a fliarc. ’ S fe,, °wfhip in a city of Player? 

Ham. A whole one I. 

For thou doft know oh Daman deere* 

This Realme dimantled was 
Of/^r himfclfe,and now raignes here % 

Averyverypaiock. 5 * 

flww. You might haue rim’d. 

pounT*Did^rT«w? 1,6 taketbeGfaofls word for a thoufand 
Hera. Very well my Lord. 

Ha. Vpon the taike of thepoifoning. 

Hera. I did very well nptc him. 

Ham 









hue feerimark£ ^ 

/j 4 w». Ah ha.com e fome mufiquc,comc the Recorder* , 

Co, if the King like not the Comodie, 

Why then belike he likes ic not perdie. 

Come, fome mulique. j 

Enter FofeHcraus>6ujfde* ( 

Gtt . Good my Lord.vt 

Ham. Sir a v. hole hift 

G#*/.The King fit. 

Ham. I fir, what of him ? 

GW. is in his retirement meruailous tnncuipicu. 

//dw.W'th drinke fir? 

G»y/.No my Lord, with choller. 

Ham. Your wifedome ftiould (hew it fclfe more richer to 
nifie this to the Do&or, for , for «ne to put him to his purgation, 
would perhaps plunge him into more choller. 

Gnjl . Good my Lord put your difcouric into lomc rramc, 

And itare not fo wildly from my affaire. 

flam. I am tame fir, pronounce. 

GhjI. The Queene your mother in moft great affliction 
fit, hath fent me to you. 

Ham. You are welcome. 

(?»?.Nay good my Lord, this curtefc is not of the right breed, 
if it (hall pleafe you to make me a wholfome anfwer , I wi 
yourmothets commandemenc , if not, your pardon and 
turne, {hall be the end of bufineffe. 

JFAnw.Sirlcannot. 



Ha.Make you a wholfome anfwer, my wits difeafd ,but fir 
anfwer as! can make, you fhal command, or rather as you fay.my 
mothei, therefore no move, but $ the matter, my mother you fay. 

Rof. Then thus fhe faies.your behauionr hath fttooke her into 
amazement and admiration. 1 . 

Ham.O wondetfull fonne that can fo ftonifh a mother! but is 
there no fequell at the heelcs of this mothers adrniration?imparr. 

Aa/She defires to fpeakwith you in her dofet ere you go to bed. 

Ham. We (hall obey, were fhe ten times odr mother, haue you 
any further trade with vs ? 

Rof . My Lord you once did loue me. 

Ham. And doc ftill by thefe pickers atfd flea..... 

H Kef. 



The T r.agedie c/jHamJsjfc. 

Rof. Good my Lord,what is yoor caufe ofdiftemper vouM 
forely bar the doore vpon your owne liberty, if you defy 3 

gnefes to your friend. 'your 

Ham . Sir I lack aduancemenr. 

Raf. How can that be when you haue the voyce of th. v. 
himfelfe for y our fuccefljon in Denmark?. Kn S 

Enter the Players with Recorders. 

Ham. I fir, but wile the graffe grows, the prouerb is fomthi»« 
mufty, oh the Recorders, let me fee one, to withdraw with vtm 
why do you go about to reeoucr the wind qfmq.as if you w Lu 
dnue me ioto a toyle ? 

Cu.O my lord if my duty be too-bold,my loue is too vnmanorlv 
Ham l do not well vndcrftand that,will you play vpon this pipe ? 
CuylMy Lord I cannot. rr 

//dw.Ipray you. 

Gwy/.Belecue me I cannot. 

Ham. I befeech you. 

Guyl.l know no touch of it my Lord. 

Ham.lt is as calif as lying ;goucrn thefe ventages with your (in. 
gers, & the thumb gitle it breath with your mouth, andit wil dif. 
courfe mod eloquent mulique,look you,thefe are the flops. 

(jtyt- But thefe cannot I command to any vtrance of harmony, 
Jhauenotthosjcill. 

Ham. Why look you no vy how unworthy a thing you make of 
me, you would play vpon me, you would feem to know my flops, 
you would pluck outthe heart of my myflerie , you w^uld found 
me from my loweflnoteto my comparand there is much mu- 
flque, excellent voice in this lictleorgan , yet cannot you make it 
fpeak,s*hlood do you think I amcafiertobc plaid on then a pipe, 
call rop what Inftrumcnt you will, though you fret me hot, you 
cannot play vpon me. God bldfe yon fir. 

Enter Polonim. 

P*4My Lord,thc Queen would (peak with you, and prefetitly, 
H .Do you feeyooder cloud chat’s almoftin fhape ofaCawd? 
?e/.By’th maffe and tis like a Camel! indeed. 

Ham Me thinks it is like a Wczdh 
*PoL\t is black like a WtzelL 
Ham.Ot like a Whale* 

Po/.Vcry JikcaWhala. 

Hm, Th«n 
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Prince o/Deninarke. 

tfaw.Then I will come to my mother by and by. 
They fool me to the top of my bint, I wil come by&by, 
Leaue me friends. 

I will, fay fo. By andby iscafily faid, 

Tis now the very witching time ofmghc. 

When Church-vards yawne, and hell it felfe breaks out 
Contagion to this world : now could I drink hot blood. 
And do fuch bufinefle as the bitter day 
Would quake.to looke on r/ofc.now to my mother, 

0 heart loofe not thy nature ! let not eudr. 

The foule of Hero enter this firme bofome! 

Let me be cruell,not vnnaturall, 

1 will fpeak dagger to her, but vfe none. 

My tongue and foule in this be hypocrites. 

How in my words fomeucr fhe belhent. 

To giue them feales ncuer my foule confent. 

Enter KinglRfifencrattSyand Guyldenfierne. 

King. I like him not,uor flands it fafe with vs 
To let his raadneffe range,therefore prepare you, 

{ your commiflion will forthwith dilpatch. 

And he to England fhall along with yoU, 

The termes ©four eftatemay not endure 
Hazard fo neer’s as doth hourcly grow, 
Outofhisbrowes. 

Gttyl. We will our feluesprouide, 

Mofl holy and religious feare it is 
To keep thofe many many bodies fafe 
That liue and feed vpon your Maiefty. 

Rof. The Angle and peculier life is bound. 

With all the ftrength and armour of the mind 
To keep it felfe from noyance,but much more 
That fpirit, vpon whofe weale depends and refis 
The Hues of many, the cclfe of Maiefty 
Dies not alone jbut like a gulfe doth draw 
What’s neere it, with it,or itis a maffiewheele 
Fixt on the fomnet of the higheft mount. 

To whofe huge fpokes, ten thoufand leffer things 
Are morteift and adioynd,which when it falls. 




TheTragedte p/* Hamlet 

Each fmall anoeament.petie confequence 
Attend* the boiftrousraine,neuer alone 
Did the King figh,but a generall growne. 

Kin g. Arme you I pray you to this fpeedie voiage, 
For we will fetters put about this feare 
Which now goes to free-footed. 

Rof. VVe will haft ys. ExeHnt.Gent., 



Enter P'oloniuu 



tel 



Exiu 

i 1 ■ 



Pol. My Lord,hc*s going to his mothers elofetj 
Behind the Arras He conuay my felfe 
To here the profleflej’le warrant fhce’le tax him home, 
And as you fai d, and wifely was it faid, 

Tis meet that fome more audience then a mother. 

Since nature makes them partiall.fhould ore-hcare 
The fpeech of vantage ; fare you well my Lcige, 
lie call vpon you ere yougoc to bed. 

And tell you whatl.knovO ^ V 

Kwg. Thanks deere my Lord. 

0 my offence is rankest finds to heauen, 

It hath the primal! eldell curfevppont j 
A brothers murthcr,pray dm I nor. 

Though inclination beas (harp as will. 

My flionger guilt defeats my ftrong intent. 

And like a man to double bufinefle bound, 

1 ft an d in paufe where I (hall firft begin. 

And’both neglc& : what if this curfed nand ; 
Were thicker then it felfe with brothers blood. 

Is there not raine enough in the fweec Heauen* 

To wafHit white as fnow ? whereto femes mercic 
But to confronc the vifage of offence ? 

And what’s in praicr but this two- fpld force, 
Tobeforeftallcdere we come to fall. 

Or pardon being dowr.e,. then 1’le lookc vp. 

My faults is part, but oh ! what forme ofpraier 
Can ferue my turne ? forgiue me my foule murtbet ? 
That cannot be fincc I am ftil poffeft 
Of thofe affetfts for which I did the murther j 
My Crovvne, mine oyvnc ambition, and my Queehej 



Prince o^Denmarke. 

uui one be pardoned and retaincth’offencc ? 

K the corrupted currents of this world. 

Offences guided hand may (how by iuftice, 

25* *. ft.no th. wieltd pi« h fclfe 

Buyes outthe Law,but tisnotfoaboue. 

There is no (baffling, there the aftion lies 
In his true nature, and we our [clues compeld 
Euen to the teeth and forehead of our faults 
To giue in euidence : what then, what refts ? 

Try what repentance can, what can it not, 

Yet what can it, when one cannogrcpent ? 

O wretched ftate, O.bofomc blacke as deaths 

0 limed foule, that ftrugling to be free. 

Art more ingaeed ! helpe Angles make aftay, - 
Bow ftubborne knees and heart with ftrmgs of ftee» 
Befofcas finn ewes of the new borne babe* 

AU may be writ- 

Haw . Now might I do it, but now a t* a praying. 
And now lit doo’t, and fo a goes to heauen. 

And fe am I reuenged, that would be lcand 
A y illaine kils my f ather, and for that, 

1 hi* foie fonne, do this fame yillaine ftna 

To heauen,, 

Why, this i* bafe and filly. not reuendge, 

A tookcroy father grofly, full of bread, 

Withall his crimes broad blownc,as flulh as May, ^ 
And how his Audit Hands who knowes faue heauen,, 
But in our circumftance and courfe of thought, 

Tis beauie with him : and am I then reuendged 
To take him in the purging of his foule, 

When he isfit and fcafoned for his paffage ? 

No. 

Yp Sword, and know thou a more horrid hent 9 , 
When he is drunke.a fteepe, or in his rage,. 

Or in th’inceftiousplcafure of his bed. 

At game, a {'wearing, .or about fome a& 

That has norellifti of faluation in*r. 
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Then trip him thathis heele mas kick at heauen. 

And that his foule may be as damnd and blacke* 

As hell whereto i,t goes; my mother ftayes, 

This Phyfick but prolongs thy fickly dayes. Exit. 

King. My words flic vp, my thoughts rcmainc below 
Words without thoughts neuer to heauen go. Exit. 

Enter Gertrard and Polopitu. 

Polo. A will come ftrait, look yofi lay home to him, 

Tell him his pranks haue bin too broad to beare with, 

And that your grace hath fereen’d and flood between? 
Much heat and him, He (Hence me euen heerc. 



Pray you be round. 



Gcr. He waite you, feare me not. 

Withdraw, I heare him comming. 

Ham. Now mother, what’s the matter ? 

Ger. Hamlet , thou haft thy father much offended. 

Ham. Mother you haue my father much offended* 

Ger. Come,come,you anfwerwith an idle tongue. 

Ham. Go go,you queftion with a wicked tongue. 

Ger. Why how now Hamlet ? 

Ham. What’s the matter now ? 

Ger. Haue you forgot me? 

Ham. No by Rood not fo. 

You are the Queene, your husbands brothers wife, 

And would it were not fo,you are my mother. 

Ger. Nay, then lie fet thofe to you that can (peake. 

Ham. Come, come, and (it you downe,you (hall not 
You go not till I fet you rpaGlaffe 
Where you may (ee the moft part of you, 

<7*r.What wilt thou de^thou wilt not 
Helpe hoe. 

Polo. What hoe helpe. 

Ham. How now,aRat,uvaa ror 3uutKit.ui.au. 

Pol. Olamflaine. 

■Ger. O me. 

Ham. Nay I know not, is it 



Prince o^Denmarke. 

Ger. O what a ra(h and bloudie deed is this. 

Ham. A bloudie deed,almoft as bad good mother 
As kill a King, and marrie with his brother. 

Ger. As kill a King. 

Ham. I Lady it was my word. 

Thou wretched, ra(h, intruding Foole farwell, 

Itooke thee for thy better, take thy fortune, 

Thou find’ft to be too bufie is fome danger. 

Leaue wringing of your hands, peace fit you downe. 

And let me wring your heart, for fo I (hall 
If it be made of penetrable ftuffe, 

If damned cuftome haue nor btafd it fo. 

That it be proofe and bulwarke againft fence. 

Ger. What haue I done, that thou dat’d wagge thy tongue 
In noife fo rude againft me ? 

Ham. Such an a& 

That blurres the grace and blu(h of modeftic. 

Cals vertue Hypocrite, takes of the Rofe 
From the faire forehead of an innocentioue. 

And few a blifter there, makes marriage vowes 
As falfe as Dicers oathes, Oh fuch a deed 1 
As from the body ofcontra&ion plucks 
The eery foule : and fweet Religion makes 
A rapfodie of words; heauens face does glow 
Ore this folidiry and compound maffe 
With heated vifage, as againft the doome 
Is thought-fick at the aft. 

Qnee. Ay me what aft.? 

Ham. That rores fo lowd and; thunders in the Index, 

Lookc hete vpon this Pifture, and on this. 

The counterfeit prefentment of two brothers, 

See what a grace was feated on his brow, 

Hiperiens curies the front of lone himfclfc. 

An eic like A/sr*, to threaten and command,, 

A Ration like the Herald Merewie. 

New lighted on a heaue, a killing hill, 

A combination and forme indeed. 

Where eucry God did feeme to fet his felie 
To giuc the world affurance of a man, 





This Vvas your husband, look you now what followesj 
Heere is your husband like a mil-dewed eare, 

Blafting his wholfome brother : haue you eies ? 

Could you on this faire Mountaine leauc to feed 
And bacton on this Moore ; ha, haue you eies ? 

You cannot call it loue, for at your age 
The heyday in the bloud is tame, it’s humble. 

And waits vpon the Judgement, and whatiudgement 
Would ftep from this to this ? fence fiire you haue 
Elfe could you not haue motion, but fare that fence 
Js appoplext, formadneffe would noterre 
Nor fence to excafie was neere fo thral’d 
But it refcrud fomc quantitieof choice 
To ferue in fach a difference, WbatDeuill waft 
That thus hath cofond you at hodmati-blind ? 

Eies without fceling,feeling without fight, 

Eares without hands, or cies,fmel!ing fance all. 

Or but a fickly part of one true fence 

Could not fo mope. Oh fhame l where is thy bluih } 
Rebellious hell. 

If thou can ft mutine in a Matrons boot®. 

To flaming youth, let vertue be as wax 
And melt in her owne fire, proclaime no (hame 
When the compulfjue ardure giues the charge, 

Since froft it felfe as a&iuely doth burne. 

And reafon pardons will. 

ger. O Hamlet fpeake no more, 

Thou turn’ft my very eies into my foule, 

And there I fee fuch'black and grieued fpots 
As will leauc there their tin&. 

Ham. Nay but to Hue 
In the ranke fweae of an inceftnous bed 
Stewed in corruption, honying and making loue 
Ouerthenaftieftie. r-- r -- •:> -j hi.c r .>: . ■■■ 

Ger. O fpeake to me no more, 

Tbcfe words like Daggers ciiter in my eares 
No more fwcct Hamlet. 

Him. A murthcrer and a villaine, 

A flaue that is not tyvcntUh pan the kyth. 



Prince of Denmark 

Of your precedent Lord, a vice of Kings, 

A Cut-purfe of the Empire and the rule. 

That from a fbelfe the precious Diadem ftole 

And put it in his pocket. - 

r Enter Gboll. 

Ham . A King offhreds and patches, 

Saue me and houcr ore me with your wings 

You heauenly guard*:what would your gracious figure .■ 

Ger. Alafie he’s mad. 

Ham. Doe you not come your tardie fonne to chide, 

Thatlap’ftin timcandpaflionletsgoeby f 

Th* important a&ing of your dread command, O fay ! 

Gbeft. Doe not forget : this vifi ration . 

Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpofe, 

But looke, amazement on thy mother fits, 

O ftep betweeneher, and her fighing foule! 

Conceit in weakeft bodies ftrongeft workes, 

Speake to her Hamlet, 

Ham. How is it with you Ladic ? 
ger. Alaffe how i*ft with you? 

That you doe bend youteie on vacancif. 

And with th’incorporall aire do hold diltouvft, 

Forth at your eyes your fpirits wildly pcepe. 

And as the fleeping Souldiets in th’alarme, 

Yourbeadedhaise Ike life in excrements 
Starts vp and ftands an end : O gentle fonne l 
Vpon the heate and flame of thy diftcmper 
Sprinkle coole patience, whereon do you looke? 

r Ham. On him, on him, looke you how pale he glcres, 

His fprme and caufc conioyned, preaching to ftones 
Would make them capable, do not looke vpon roe. 

Left with this pittious aftion you conuert . 

My fterne effefts, then what I haue to doe. 

Will want true colour, teares perchance for bloud, 

Ger. To whom dot you fpeake this ? 

Ham. Doe you fte nothing there ? 

Ger. Nothing at all, yet all that, js there I fee. 

Ham. Nor didyou nothing heare? 

Ger. No, nothing but our fclues. 

I Ham, 
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Ham. Why lookc you there, looke how it ftealcs away 
My father in his habit as he liu’d, - 

Looke where he goes, euen now out at the portall. Exit Gbift 
Ger. This is the coynage of your braine, 

Thi? bodileffe creation, extafie is very cunning in 
Ham. My pulfe as yours doth cemperatly keepe time. 

And makes as healthrull muliek, it is not-madnefle 
That I haue vttred, bring me to the teft. 

And the matter will reword, which madnefle 
Would gambole from, Mother for loue of grace, 

Lay not that flattering vn&ion to your foule * 

That not your trelpaffc but my madnefle fpeakes, 

It will but skin and filmc the vlcerous place, 

Whilesrarike corruption mining all within 
Infers vnfeene : confcffe your felfe to heauen, 

Repent what’s paft,auoid what is to come, 

And doe not fpread thecompoft on the weeds 
To make them ranker, forgiue me this my vertue^, 

For in the fatnefle of thefc purfie tidies 
Vertue it felfe of vice m^ft pardon beg, 

Yea curbe and wooe for leaue to doe him good. 

Ger. O Hamlet ! thou haft cleft my hart in t wainet; 

Ham y O. throw away the worfer partofit. 

And leaue the purer with the other halfe. 

Good night, burgoe not to my Vndcs bed, 

Aflume a venue if you haue it not. 

That monfler cuftome, who all fence doth eater 
Of habits Deuill, is Angell yetin this ' 

That to the vfe of aiftioos faire and good, 

He Iikewife giues a Frock or Liuerie 
That aptly is put on to refraine night. 

And that (hall lend a kind ofeafinefle 
To the next abftinence, tbenext more eafie : • 

For vfe almof^can change the ftampe of nature, , 

And maftcr the Deuill, or throw him out 
With wondrous potencie :once more goodnight, 

And when you are deflrous to be blcft, 

He blefiing beg of you, for this (ame Lord 
I doe repent; but heauen hath plcas’dit t&,, 




Prince of Denmarfce. 



Xo punifla me with this, and this with me, 

That I muft be their fcourge and minifter, 

I will beftow him and will anfwer well 
The death I gaue him; fo againe good night 
I muft be crUell onely to be kind. 

This bad begins, and worfe remaines behind. 

One word more good Ladie. 

Ger . Whatflhall I doe ? 

Ham- Not this by no meanes that I bid you doe. 
Let the blowt King tempt you againe to bed, 

Pinch wanton on your cheeke, call you his Moufe, 
And let him for a paire of reechiekiffes, 
Orpadlingin your nccke with his damn’d fingers. 
Makeyou to rouell all this matter out 
That I eflentiafly am not in madnefle, 

But mad in craft, t’were good you let him know. 

For who that’s but a Queene, faire, fober, wife, 
Would from a paddack, from a Bat, a Gib, 

Such deerc confetuingshide, who would doe fo. 
No, in defpight offence and fccrecie, 

Vnpeg the basket on the houfes top, 

Let the birds flic, and like the famous Ape, 

To try conclufions in the basket crecpe, 
Andbreakeyourownenecke downe. 

Ger . Be thou aflur’d, if words be made of breath. 
And breath of life, I haue no life to breath 
What thou haft laid to me. 

Ham. I muft to England, you know that, 

Ger. Alack I had forgot. 

Tis fo concluded on. 

iT<ww.Ther’s letters feald,& my two fchool-fellowes. 
Whom I will truft as I will Adders fang’d, 

They beareihe Mandate.they muft fweepemy way 
And raarfhall me to knauery : let it workc, 

For tis the fport to haue the Enginer 
Hoifl with his ownepetar, an’t (hall gee hard 
But I will delue one yard below their mines. 

And blow them at the Moone : O tis moft fweet 
When in one line two crafts dire&ly meet, 
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This man dull fct me packing, 

I le lugge the guts into the neighbour rocmc 
Mother good night indeed, this Counfailer 
Is now moft ttill.moft fccrec,and mofi graue, 

Who was in lift a moft foolifh prating * 
C'omefir,to draw; toward an end wit’ 

Good night mother. 

Enter King,and Queer, e, with Refiner am 
and Gttyldcnfierne. - 
King, There’s matter in 
You mutt tranflate,tis fit 
Where is your fomic ? 

Gert. Bctto w this place on . . ~ , 

Ah mine owne Lord, what haue I fecne to n 
JTfttg.VVbst Gtrtard, how doocs Hamlet l 
Gert . Mad as the fea and wind when both contend 
Which is the mightier in hi>lawkffc fir. 

Behind the Arras hearing fome thing ftir, 

Whips out his Rapier, cryeis a Rat,a Rat, 

And in this braimfh apprehpnfion kills 
The vnfec ne good old man. 

King. Oheauydtedl 
It had be ene fo with vs had 
His Iibertie isfull of threats to all, 

To you your felfe,to vs,to euery orie, 

Alas, how fhal. this bloody deed be an! 

It will be laid, to vs,whofe prouidence \ . , 

Should hauc kept fhort,rcftrain’d,and out of haunt 
This mad young manjbut fo much was our loue, 

We would not ynderftand what, was moilfit. 

But like the owner o„f a foule difeafe 
To keep i t from divulging, let it feed 
Euenon thepith of life iwheicishc gone? 

Gert, To draw apart the body he hath kild„ 

Ore whom,his very trtadneffe like fome ore 
Amo; g a niincrall of mettals bafe, 

Showes it felfe pure, a weeps for vvhat isdone*. 
Ktng.Gertrad, come away 3 , • 



,'\*U 



(prince o/Denmarke. 

The Sun no fooner fhall the mountaines touch. 

But we will flaip him hence, and this vile deed 

We mutt with all our Makftic and skill Enter Tfyfdnd- Gajld, 

Both countenance andcxcufe. Ho Gyldenfterne, 

Friends both, go ioyne you with tome further ayd, 

Hamlet in true! nc fie hath Polonim dainc, 

And from his mothers clofet hath he drag’d him. 

Go feck: him out f peake faire and bring the body 
Into the Chappell • I pray you haft in this, • 

Come Gertrard,vicc , \e call vp our wileft friends. 

And let themknow both what we meane to do 
And wbats vntimely done, 

Whofe whifper ore the worlds Diameter, 

As lcuell as the Cannon to his blank, 

Tranfports hispoyfoned (hot, may miffe our name,, 

And hit the wou.idlefle ayre,0 come away. 

My foule is full of difeord and difmay. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet, Rof entrant andothers. 

Ha. Safely ftowdjbutfoftly, what noife,who calk on Hamlet l 

O here they come. . 

Rof What haue you done my Lord with the dead body ? 

Ham. Compounded it with dud whereto it is kin. 

Rof. Tell vs where tis that we may take *t thence, 

'And beare it to the Chappell. 

Ham. Donot belceue it. 

Rof. Belecue what?- 

Ham. That Uan keep your counfaile and not mine owne, be- 
fidestobe demanded of a fpunge, what replication fhould be- 
made by the fonne of a King. 

Rof. Take you me for. a fpunge my Lord ? 

Ha. I fir,that fokes vp the Kings countenance, his rewards, his 
authorities, but fuch Officers do the King bed feruice in the end, 
he keepsthem like an apple in the corner of his iaw,firtt mouth’d 
to belaft fwallowed,when he needs what you haue gleand, it i* 
but fqeefingyou,and fpunge you (hall be dry againe. 

Rof. I vnderftand you not my Lord., 

Ham, I am glad of it, a knauifh fpeech deeps in a foolifh eare„. 

Rof, My Lord, you mutt tell vs where the body is,andgo with 
vs to the King. 

* l 







The Tragedie of Hamlet 

Ham. The body is with the King, but the King is not with th*> 
body. The King is a thing. 

Guyl. A thing my Lord. 

Ham. Of nothing, bring me to him. 

Enter King, and two or three. 

King. I hauc fent to feek him, and to find the body. 

How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe, 

Yet muft not we pm the ftrong Law on him, 

Hee’s lou’d of the diftraded multitude, 

Who like not in their iudgement, but their eyes, 

And where tis fo,th'offenders fcourge is wayed 
But neuer the offence : to beare all finooth and euen, 

This fuddainc fending him away muft feem 
Deliberate paufe, difcafes defperatc growne. 

By defperate apply ance are relieu’d 
Or not at all. 

Enter Rofeneratu and all the reji. 

King'. How now, what hath befalne ? 

Rof. Where the dead body is bcftow’d my Lprd 
Wecannot get from him. 

King. But where is he? 

Rof Without my Lord, guarded to know your plcafure. 

King. Bring him before vs. 

Rof. Hoe, bring in the Lord. They Enter. 

K ing. Now Hamlet , w here’s * Tobniut ? 

Ham. At fupper. 

Kmg. At fupper where. ' 

Afo.Not where he eates,but where he is eaten, a certain conua- 
cation of politick worms are-een at him:your worme is your only 
Emperour for dyer, we fat all creatures elfe to fat vs, ^ndwefat 
pur felues for maggots, your fat King tc your leane Beggar is but 
variable feruice, twodiftaes but to one table, that’s the end. 

'King. Alaflc,alaffe. 

Elam. A tnao may fifh with the worme that hath eat of a King, 
cat of the. fifh that hath fed of that worme. 

King. What doft thou picanc by this ? 

Ham . Nothing but ,to fhew y ou how a King may go a pro- 



Exettnt, 



(Prince o/Denmarke, 

ereffe through the guttesof a Beggar. 

King. Where is foloniut f 
Ham. In heauen,fend thether to fee, if your meffenger find him 
not there, feeke him i’th other place your felfe, but if indeed you 
find him not within this raoneth,you fhall nofe him as you go vp 
she ftaires into the Lobby. 

King. Go feek him there. 

Ham. A will ftay till you come. 

King. Hamlet this deed for thine efpeciall fafety 
Which we doe tender, as we deerly grieue 
For that which thou haft done, muft fend thee hence: 

Therefore prepare thy felfe ; 

TheBarkeis readie,and the wind at help, 

Th’affotiats tend, and euery thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England. 

King. I Hamlet.. 

Ham. Good;. 

King. Sois it ifthou knew’ft our purpofes^ 

Ham. I fee a Cherub that fees them, but come for England : 
Farewell deere mother. 

King. Thy louingfatherTAww/e#. 

Ham. My mother, father and mother is man and wife, 

Man and wife is one flefh, fo my mother : 

Come for England , Exit. 

King. Follow him at foot, 

Tempt him withfpeed abourdj 
Delay it not, I ? le haue him hence to night; 

Away,for euery thing is feald and done 

That els leanes on the affaire, pray you make haft];, 

And England if my loue thou hold’ft at ought. 

As my great power thereof may giuc thee fence, , 

Since yet thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red,, 

After theDanifh Sword, and thy free awe 

Paies homage to vs, thou maiftoot coldly fee * 

Our SoueraigneprocefTe,' which imports at fulls 

By lettcrscongruing to that effe& 

The prefent death of Hamlet, do it England, ** 

Foilike the Hcfikick in my blood he rages, 



The Traged'ie o/Hamlet 

And thou muft cure me till I know tis done. 
How ere my haps, my ioycs will ncerc begin . 1 



Exitl 



Efiter Fortinbrajfe with bis Armie otter the Stage. 

Fortin. Go Captainc, from me greet the Damp, King ’ 
Tell him, that by his licence Formfaajfe - 

Craues the conueyance of a promis’d march 
Ouer his Kingdome, you know therendezupus, 

If that his Maiefty would ought with vs 
We (hall exprefle our duty in his eye, 

And let him know fo. 

Cap. I will doo’t roy Lord, 

Fortin. Gofoftlyon. 

Enter Hamlet, Rofencrattt, &c. 

Ham. Good fir whofe powers are thefc ? 

Cap. They are of Norway fir. 

Ham. How propofd fir I pray you ? 

Cap, Againftfomcpartof/V<W. 

Ham, Who commands them fir ? 

Cap. The Nephew to old H orw ay t F or unbrace. 

Ham. Goes it againft the maine of Tol.md fir ? 

Or for Come frontire ? 




Cap. Truly to fpeake,and with no addition. 

We goe to gaine a little patch of ground 
That hath in it no profit but the name 
To pay fiue duckets, fiue I would not farme it ? 

Now will ityeeld to Norway or the Pole 

A ranckerrace,fhould it befould in fee. 

Ham. Why then the Poll ache neuer will defend it. 

Cap, Yes it is already garifond. 

Ham. Two thoufand foules and twenty thoufand duckets 
Will not debate the. queftion of this draw, 
Thisisth’importuineofmuch wealth andpeace, 

That inward breakes and fhewes no caufe without 
^hy the man dies. I humbly thanke you fir. 

Cap. God buy you fir. 

Eof. Wil’t pjeafe you goe my Lord ? 

^Ham. Tie be with you, ftraighc, go a little before? 

How. all occafions do infnrmcagaind me, 

A'd 







Prince dfT>tnmzt\x. 

And fpur my dull reuenge. VVbat is a»man 
If his chiefe good and market ofhis time 
Be but to deep and feed,a bead, no more : 

Sure he that made vs with filch large difeourfe 
Looking before and after, gaue vs not 
That capability and God-like reafon 
To full in vs vniis’d ,now whether it be 
Beftiall obliuion,or fome crauen fcruple 
Ofthinking too precifely on th’euent, 

A thought whieh quartered hath but one part wifdome. 
And euer three parts coward I do not know 
Why yet 1 line to fay this thing’s to doe, 

Sith I haue caufc,and will and ftrength,and mcanci 
To doe’t; examples groffe as earth exhort me, 

Witneffe this Army of fuch maffe and charge. 

Led by a delicate and tender Prince, 

Whofe fpitit with diuine ambition pufc, 

Makes mouthes at the inuifible euent, 

Expofing what is mortall,and vnfiirc, 

To all thatfortune,death and danger dare, 

Euen for an Egge-fhell, Rightly to be great. 

Is not to dir without great argument. 

But greatly to find quarrell in a draw 
When honours at the fiake.How dand I then 
That haue a father kild, a mother dain’d. 

Excitements of my reafon ^and my blcod, 

And let all deep, while to my fhame I fee 
The iminent death of twenty thoufand men. 

That for a fantafie and trick of fame 
Go to their graues like beds,fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the caufe, 

Which4s not tombe enough and continent 
To hide the Aaine.O from this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth. Exit, 

Enter Horatio, Gertrardjmd a Gentleman, 

Qttee.l will not fpeak with her, 

G*#.Shc is importunate. v 
Indeed didra^her mood will needs be pittied. 
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Q *$*. What would fhe baue f 

Gent. Shefpeaks much of her Father, fayes (he hcare* 

There’s tricks i’th world, and hems,and beats her heart 
Spurnes enuioufly at flrawes.fpeaks things in doubt * 

That carry but halfe fence, her fpeech is nothing,. 

Yet the vnlhaped vfe of it doth moue 
The hearers to colle<ftion,they yawne at it, 

And botch the words vp fit to their owne thoughts. 

Which as winks and nods,and geftures yeeld them* 

Indeed would make one thinke there might bethought 
Though nothing fure,yet much vnhappily. 

Hora.Twett good Ihe were fpoken with.for (he may ftrew 
Dangerous conieftures in ill-breedingmindcs, 

Let her come in. 

Enter Ophelia, 

Qttee. ‘To my ficke foule, as fins true nature is, 

'Each toy feemes prologue to fome great amiffc, 

‘So full ofartlefleiealoufie is guilt,. 

‘It fpills it felfe a in fearing to be fpilt.. 

Opb. Where is the beauteous Maiefty of Denmark* 

Quee.Hovt now Ophelia. . {bejingt. 

Ophe . How fhould I your true loue know from andtherone. 
By his cockle hat and ftaffc,aod his Sendall fhoone. 

Quee.AhffeCvtcct LadyjWhat imports this fong? 

Opb. Say you, nay pray you marke, 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is-dead and gone,. Song, 

At his head a graffe greene turph, at his heeies a dorse. 

Oho. 

Quee. Nay but Ophelia. 

Oph.Vtzy you marke. White his fihrowd as thc.mountain fnow 
Enter King. 

,^«e*.Alaflilookc here my Lord. 

Op^c.Larded all with-fweete flowers,. 

Which bewecpc to the ground did not go Song., 

With true loue fhowers. 

King. How do you pretty Lady ? 

Opb. Well good dildyou, they fay the Owle was a Bakers 
daughter. Lord we know what wear?, but know not what ww 
may be $ God be at your table. , 






Prince of Denmark^ 

2* Pr°y !«' h»°" lord's of <«>>... wb.n .bey «kyo« 
dqr, So "6- 

All in the morning be time 
And iamaydatyouf window 

T f bc y0 K U iSTnddondhis clofe,and dupt the chamber doore. 

. maidc.ncucrdepmcd m o.c 
SfnKrttt noa.hI;!e m .keM.ndo»r, 

By eis and by Saint charity, 

<^h C r c Mo y ,eycu n»5£i mo,you promifd me .o wed, 

/He anfwers)So fhould I a done by yonder fun 

t And thou hadft not come to my bed. 

Ki ”f\ a°n Jill be well'we muft be patient, but I cannot 
ch?fe but weep totbink they would lay him i’th cold ground, my 
brother {hall know of it,& fo I thank you for your good counfel. 
Come my Coach,God night Ladies, God night. 

Sweet Ladies God night.God night. 

Lg. Follow her clofe,giue her good watch I pray you. 

O this is thepoifon of deep griefc, itfprmgs all from her Fathers 
death, and now behold, O Gertrard, Gertrard, 

When forrowes come, they come not tingle fpies. 

But in battalians : firft her Father flainc* 

Next, your Tonne gone, and he moft violent Author 
Of his owne iuft remoue, the people muddied 
Thick and vnwholfome in thoughts,and whifpers 
^ot gooAPoloniui death:& wehauedonebut greenly 
In hu°gcr mugger to inter himrpoore Ophelia 
Diuided from her felfe,and her faite Judgement, 

Without the which wc are pi&ures, or meere beans, 

Laft.and as much containing as all thefe, 

* Her brother is in fecret come from France, 

Feeds on this wonder, keeps himfclfe in clouds, 
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And wants not buzzers to infe& his eare 
With peftilent fpeeches of his fathers death. 

Wherein neceffitie of matter heggerd. 

Will nothing ftick our perfon to arraigne 
In eare and eare : O my deare Gertrard, this 
Like to a Murdring-pcccc in many places 
Giues me foperfluous death. A ntifi within. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

v&eZ!^*”***-***** 

Metfcn. Sane your felfe my Lord. 

The Ocean ouer-peering of his lift, 

Eates not the flats with more impetuous haft 
Then young Laertes in a riotous head 
Ore-beares your Officers: the rabble call him Lord, 

And as the world were now but to begin, 

Antiquitie forgot, cuftome not knowne. 

The ratifiers and props of euery word, * 

The cry choofe vie, Laertes (ball be King, 

Caps.hands and tongues applau’d it to the clouds, 

Laertes flialj be King , Laertes King. 

Qaee.Hovi cheerfully on the falfe traile they ccj, A strife within* 
O this is counter, you falfe Danifh dogs. 

Enter Laertes with ethers. 

King, The doores are broke. 

Laer.Whctc is this King ? firs ft and you all without.. 
a/*//.No lets come in. 

Laer. I pray you giue me leaue. 
nsill. VVe will,wc will. 

Laer. I thanke you keepe the doore,0 thou vile King, 

Giue me my father. 
jQ«ee.Calmelygood Laertes . 

Laer . That drop of blood that's calme prorfaimes me Baftard, 
Cries cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot 
Euen here between the chaft vnfmerched brow 
Of my true mother. 

King. What is the caufe Laertes 
That thy rebellion lookes fo Giant-like ? 

Let 
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Let him g oc Gertrard, do not feare our perfon, 

Ther's fuch diuinitie doth hedge a King, 

That treafon cannot peepe to what it would, 

ASt's little of his will, tell me Laertes 

Why thou art thus incenft, let him go Gertrard 

Speaks man. 

Laer. Where is my father ? 

King. Dead. 

Que e, B ut not by him. 

King, Let him demand his fill, 

Laer. How came he dead ? lie not be jugled with. 

To hell allegiance,vowes to the blackeft dcuil, 

Confcicnce and grace, to the profoundeft pit 
I dare damnation, to this point I ftand. 

That both the worlds I giue to negligence. 

Let come what comes, ohely lie be rcueng’d 
Moft throughly for my father. 

King, Who (hall flay you? 

Laer. My will, not all the wotlds : 

And for my tneanes lie husband them fo well. 

They fhallgocfarre with little. . „ 

King. Good Laertes, if you defire to know the ccrtaintic 
Of your deare father, i’ft writ in your teuenge, 

That foop- flake, you will draw both friend and foe 
Winner and looter. . 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then ? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide Tie ope my armes, 
And like the kind life-rendering Pelican, 

Repaft them with my bloud. 

King. Whynewyoufpeake 
Like a good child and a true Gentleman. 

That I am guiltleffe of your fathers death. 

And am moft fenfible in griefe for it, 

It (hall as leuell to your iudgementpeare 
As day does to your eie. Antyft within. 

Enter Ophelia . 

Laer. Lethercomein. 

How now what noife is that ? 
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O heate, dry vp my braines, tcarcs fcuen time* fait 

Burne out the fence and vertue of mine eye. ' 

By heauen thy madnes (ball be paid with weight 

Till our fcaleturnethebeame. ORofeofMay, 

Deere maid, kind filler, fwcct Ophelta, 

OHeauens, illpollible a young maids wits 
Should be as mortal! as a poore mans life 1 

Ophe. They bore him bare-fac’d on the Beere, Song. 

And in his graue rain’d many a teare, 

Fare you well my Doue. 

Laer. Hadft thou thy wits, and did’il petfwade rcuenge 
It could not mooue thus. 

Ophe. You mull fing a downe, a downe, 

And you call him a downe a. O ho w the wheele becomes it. 

It is the falfc Steward that dole his Mailers Daughter, 

L<*er. This nothing’s more then matter. 

Ophe. There’s Rolemary,that for remembrance, pray youloue 
remember, and there is Pancies, thats for thoughts. 

Laer.K document in madnes, thoughts and remembrance fitted. 
Ophe. There’s Fennill for you, and Colembines, there’s Rew for 
you, and heere’s feme for mee, wee may call it herbe of Grace a 
Sundayes, you may wearc your Rew with a difference, there’sa 
Dafie, I would giue you fome Violets, but they witherd all when 
my Father died, they fay a made a good end. 

For bonny fweet Robin is all my ioy. 

Laer. Thought and affliftions,paffioD, hell it felfe 
She turnes to fauour and to pfettinefie. 

Ophe. And will a not come againe. Song. 

And will a not come againe. 

No, no, he is dead, go to thy death bed. 

He neuer will come againe. 

His beard was as white as fnow. 

Flaxen was his pole, 

He is gone, he is gone, and we cad away mone, 

God a mercic on his foule, and all Chriftians foules, 

God buy yous. 

Laer. Doe you this O God. 

King. Laertes, I mull commune with your griefe, 

Or you deny me right, goe but a part. Make 
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Make choice of whom your wifeft friends you willj 
And they (hall heare and iudge twixt you and me. 

If by diieft or by collaturall hand 

They find vs toucht, we will our Kingdom* giue, 

Our crownc, our lifej and all that wc call ours 
To you in fatisfa&ion ; but if not. 

Be you content to lend your patience to vs, 

And we lhall ioyntly labour with your foule 
To giue it due content • 

Laer. Let this be 

His meanes of death, his obfeure funcrall. 

No Troph*. Sword, nor Hatchment ore his bones. 

No noble right, nor formall oftentation, 

Cry to be heard as twere from heauen to earth. 

That I mull call’tin queftion. 

King. So you lhall. 

And where th’ Offence is, let the great axe fall, 

I pray you goe with me. Exeunt. 

r 1 f Snter Horatio and others. 

H«ni. What are they that would fpeake with me? 

Gen. Sea-faring men fir, they fa y they haue Letters for you.. 
Horn. Let them come in. 

I doe not know from what part of the world , 

Ilhould be greeted. If not from Lord Hamlet. Enter Saylers. 
Say. God bleffe you fir,. 

Bora. Let him bleffe thee to. . ... 

Say. Alhallfirand pleafehim, there’s a Letter For you fir , it 
came from the Embaffador that was bound for England if your 
name be Horatio, as I am let to know it isi :• . , r 

Horn Horatio, when thou {halt haue ouer-look t this, giue thefe 
fcllowcs fome meanes to the King,they haue Letters for him: Ere 
we were two daies old at Sea , a Pirat of very warlike appoint- 
ment gaue vs chafe, finding our felues too flow of faile, we put on 
a compeIledvalour,and in the grapple! boorded them, on the in- 
ftant they got cleere of ourlhip,fo I alone became their prifoner, 
they haue dealt with me like theeues of mercy, but they knew 
what they didsl am to doe a tume for them, letthe King haue the 
Letters I haue lent, and repaitc thou to me with as much fpeed 
as thou wouldft flic death. I haue words to fpeake in thine eare 
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will make thee dumbe, yet are they much too light for the b 
of the matter , thefe good fellowc* will bring thee wherel *** 
Rofencratu and Guilderjlerue hold their courfe for EnolanAn(,t m> 
t haue much to tell thee, farwel). & , Uh *» 

So that thou kpowejl thint Hamlet . 

Bora. Come 1 wil make you way for thefe your Letters, 

And doo’c the fpeedier that you may direct me 

To him from whom you brought them. Exeunt . 



Enter King uni Laertes, 

King. Now mud your confcience my acquittance feale 
An d y ou mud put me in your heart for friend, 

Sithyou haue heard and with aknowingeare. 

That he which hath your noble father flaine 
Purfued my life. 

Laer, It well appeares : but tell me 
Why you proceed not again!! thefe feates 
So criminall and focapitall in nature. 

As by yourfafetie, greatneife, wifdomc, all things elfe, 
Y ou mainly were ftirr’d vp. 

King. O for two fpeciall reafons 
Which may to you perhaps feeme much vnfinnow’d, 

But yet to me tha’r ftrong, the Qiteene his mother 
Liues almoft by his lookes, and for my felfe, 

My vertue or my plague, be it either which. 

She is fo concliuc to my life and foule. 

That as the ftarre mooues not but in his Sphere 
I could not but by her: the other motiue. 

Why to a publike count I might notgoe. 

Is the great loue the generall gender beare him. 

Who dipping all his faults in their afFe&ion, 

Worke like the Spring that turneth wood to ftone, 
Conuert his Giues to graces, fo that my arrowea 
Too {lightly timbered for fo loued armes, 

Would haue rcuerted to my bowagaiue, 

But not where I haue aim'd them. 

Laer. And fo I haue a noble father loft, 

A fitter driuen into defperate termes, 

V Vhofe worth, if praifes may goe backc againe 



Stood 






I 






Prince e/Denmarkc 

Stood challengeron mount of all the age 

For her perfeaions,but my reuenge will come. 

t Kino. Breake not your fleepsfor that,you muftnot think* 
That we* are made of ftuffe fo flat and dull. 

That we can let our beard be ftvooke with danger, 

And thinke it paftime,you fhortly fliall heare more, 

I lou’d your father, and we loue our lclfe. 



Enter a CMeJfenger with Letters. 

MelTe* Thefe to your Maiefty,this to the Queene. 

Kino. From Hamlet , who brought them ? 

Mefen. Sailers my Lord they fay, I faw them not, 

They were giuen me by Claudio, he recciued them 

Of him that brougnt them. 

Kino. Laertes you ftiall heare them : leaue vs. 

Hifth and mighty , you fhall know I am fet naked on your King- 
dome, to morrow fhall I beg leaue to fee your Kingly eies, when 
I {hall, firrt asking you pardon, thereunto recount the occahon of 

my fudden returne. . . , f 

King. What fhould this meane, are all the teft come backe. 

Or is it fome abufe, and no fuch thing ? 

Laer. Know you the hand ? 

King. Tis Hamlets chara&er. Naked, 

And in a poftfeript here he faies alone, 

Canyoudeuifeme? ■ ‘ 

Laer. I am loft in it my Lord, but let him come. 

It warmes the very ficknelfe in my heart 
That I liue and tell him to his teeth, 

Thus did ft thou. 

King. to Laertes, 

As how fhould it be fo, how orherwife, 

Will you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. I my Lord,fo you will not ore-rule me to a peace. 
King. To thine ownepeaife, if he be now returned, 

As liking nothis Voyage, and that he meanes, 

Nomore to vndercake it, I will worke him 
To an exploite, now ripe in my deuife, 
ynder the which he fhall not choofe but fall s 

L And 
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And for his death no wind of hlame Hull breathe* 
But euen his mother (hall vncharge the pradtife * 
And call it accident. 

Laer, My Lord I will be rul’d. 

The rather if you could deuifc it fo 
That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls right. 

You haue bin talkt of fince your trauel Jtnuch 
Aijd that in Hamlets hearing for a qualitie 
Wherein they fay you ftiine, your fumrne of parts 
Did not together piuclte fuch enuie from him. 

As di d that one, and that in my regard 
Of the vnworthieft fiege. 

Laer. What part is that my Lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth 
Yet needfull too, for youth no lefle becomes. 

The light and carelc ftc liuerie that it vveares 
Then fetled age, his fables, and his weeds 
Importing health and grauenelTe; two moneths fince 
Hecre was a Gentleman of Normandie, 

I haue feene my felfe, and feru’d againft the French, 
And they can well on horfe-back,but this Gallant 
Had witch-craft in’t, he grew vnto his feate, 

And to fuch wondrous doing brought his horie, 

As had he bin incorp’ft, and demy~natur‘d 
With the brauebeaft, fo farre he topt me thought. 
That I in forgerie offhapes and tricks 
Come fhort of what he did. 

Laer. A Norman waft? 

King. A Norman. 

Laer. Vpon my life Lamord. 

King. The very fame. 

Laer. I know him, well he is the brooch indeed. 
An d Gemme of all the Nation. 

King. He made confeffion of you. 

And gaue you fuch a mafterly report 
For art and exercife in your defence. 

And for your Rapier moft efpeciall. 

That he cri’d out {.’would be a fight indeed ^ 
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■ jf one could match you; the Scrinw* of theit nation 

Hefwore had neither motion, guard, nor cie, 

If you oppos’d them; fir this report of bis 
Did Hamlet fo ecuenom with hisenuic. 

That he could nothing do, but wito andbeg 
Your fodaine comming ore to play with y . 

Now out of this. . , . 

Laer. What out of this my Lord ? 

King. Laert.es was your father, deere to you . 

Or are you like the painting of a forrow, 

A face without a heart? 

^.Nofthafl think you did not loue your father, 

But that I know, loue isbegun by time. 

And that I fee in paffages of proofe. 

Time qualifies the fparke and fire of «, 

There Hues within the very flame of loue 
A kind of weeke or fnuffethat wfUbttc it, 

And nothing is ata like goodneffe ftill, 

For goodneffe growing to a plunfie. 

Dies in his owne too much, that we woulddoe 
We flhould doe when we would ; for this tVou/d changes t 
And ha h abatements and delayes as many. 

As thei e are tori gucs , are hands, are a ^ c ‘~ cl ]5 5 * , 

And then this Should is like a fpend-thrifts fight 
That hurts by eafmg; but to the quickc of th vlcer, 
Hamlet comes back what would you vndertake 
To (hew your felfe indeed your fathers fonne 
More then in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i’th Church. 

King, No place indeed fhould murther fanttuatize, 
Reuenge fliould haue no bounds : but good Laertes / 
Will you do this, keepe clofe within your chamber 
Hamlet return’d, (ball know you are come home, 

Week put on thofc (ball praife your excellence, 

And fet a double varnifh on the fame 
TheFr*«fc«M»gaueyou:bring you in in fine together 
And wager ore your heads; he being teraifie, 

Moft generous, and free from all continuing, 

L 7. 
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The Tmgedie of Hamlet 

Will not perufe the foiles, fo that with eafe 

A SworV ‘h le °8* y° u roa y choofe * 

R p S r!!v d u Vnb r tCdj3nd 5n a Paceofpraaife. 

Requite him for your father. 

Eaer. Twill doo’c. 

And for the purpofe, He annoint my Sword 
I bought an Vnflionofa Mountebanke * 

So mortal!, that but dip a Knife in it, 

rv>n e T C ^ aWeS , b !- oud> no Cata P lalm e fo rare 
Colle<5ied from all fimalcs that haue vertue 

Vndcr theMoone.can fauethe thing from death 

That ,s but feratcht With all lie touch mv point 

Weigh what compliance both of time and meancs 
Mayfitvstoourfloape ifthisfhouldfaile. 

And that our drift looke through our bad performance 

lr^ tW T affayd ' Therefore this proie£, * 

Should haue a backe or feCond that might hold 
If tins did blaft in proofc; foft let me fee, 

Wce’ie make a folemne wager on your cunnings,. 

Ihau t, when in your motion you are hot and dric 

As make your bouts more violent to that end * } - 

Ari C w C h r Cal ! f ° r dr,nk *» I,e haue P referd him 
A Chalhce for the onco, whereon but fipping. 

It be by chanceefcape your venom’d ftuck 

Ourpurpofc may hold there; but flay, what noife ? 

n _ Enter Queene. 

°” ewoe d °th tread vpon anothers heele. 

So faff they follow; your lifters drownd Laertes. 

L,aer.uxo wn’d , O where ? 

T^ru TberC ! s . a y ViI,ow g rowes afeaunt the Brook. 

That ftiowes his hoarie leaues in the glaflie ftreame 
There wit » fantaftick garlands did Are make 

Of Crow-flowre* Nettles, Dafies, and long Purples, 
Thathberall Shepherds g.ue agroffer namef ? 

our culcold maids do dead mens fingers cal them* 

There on the pendant boughes her Coronet weed^ 

Ckffi< 
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Prince of Denmarke. 

Ml'i" the weeping Brook., her wld '’ 

V j x/iprmaid-like a while they bore her vp, 

VMich cbeeted fnatches of old laud*. 

As one incapable of her owne diftreffe. 

Or like a creature naciue and indewed 
Vnto that element, but long it could not be 
Till that her garments faeauy with their drink, 

Puld the poore wench from her melodious lay 

T0 ^<r d .Alaffe then is (be drown'd. 

L %' Toomuch ofw^er haft thou poore Ophelia, 

And therefore I forbid my teares ; but yet 

It is our trick, nature her euftome holds. 

Let fhame fay what it will, when thefc are gone, 

The woman will be out. Adiew my Lord, 

Ihaue a fpeech a fire that faine would blaic. 

But that this folly drownes it 
King. Let’s follow Gertrard, ‘ 

H. w much I had to do to calme his rage. 

Now feare I this will giuc it ftart againe. 

Therefore lets follow. Exeunt. 

Enter two Clowes. . . 

Clown. Is fhe to be buried in Chriftian burial, when (be wilfully 
iipr owns fslu^tion • A , . * 

Otbe. I tell thee fhe is , therefore make her graue ftraight, the 
Cvowner hath fate on her, and finds it Chriftian buriall. 

Clsw.Hovt can that be,vnleffe fhe drown’d her felfe in her own 

defence, 

Otfc.Why tis found fo. , , , ... 

Clow. It muft be fo offended, it cannot be elfe, for here lies the 
point, if I drowne my felfe wittingly, it argues an a&, and an ait 
hath three branches, it is to aft, to do, to performe, or all ;ibe 
drown'd her felfe wittingly. 

OrJb.Nay,buthere you good man deluer. 

Clow. Giue me lcaue, here lies the water, good, here ftands the 

T -> man. 









The Trage&e o/Ham!c t 

b,m 3 and drowne him, he <ko^cs^fcS^!Z^T C * 
c/«,.lm,t,y m.Ctowoer, q»e9 law. 

w “rd ft ?' h ^ 

ancient gentlemen but Gardners , Ditchers i r ’ h 0 
.h er hold ,p ^iUm, profcffion. * and G ' a “'-““ l ''h 

Otb. Was he a gentleman ? 

Clow. A was the firft that euer bore armes. 

pi% p ^rc^;^Srr ihcc - ifih<>u 

Otb.G oeto. 

O^.T-hcgaHowcs-njakcr/or that out-liucs a rhoufand tenant. 
Clow. I like thy wit well in good faith, the gallowes dooes wl‘ 
but ho w dooes it wellMc dooes wel to thofe that do ill now thou 
ooft ill to fay the gallo wes is built flrongcr then the Church ar 

8 A’i $L°T “t 6oc '° ‘ b "- Too\ a „i„ e 'f 1 

Carpnjr b ' " Ms ^ ron S cr cllcn * Malon, afhipwrighqo,. 

Clow. I, tell me that and vnyoke. 

Otb. Marry now I can tell. 

Oth.T oo’t. 

£7<w.Mafle I cannot tel!. 

Clow. Cudgel thy brains no more about it, for your d u l 3 ffe wil 
not mend his pace with beating^ when your are askt this queftio 
nexr/ay agrnue-inaker.the houfes he makes lafls telDoomfday. 

Goegettheeinandfetchmeafoopeofliquer. 7 

In youth when I did louc did loue^ Sow. 

Methouehtit was very fweec ** 

To contraa O the time fora my behoue, 

O me thought there a was nothing a meet. 

Enter 




(Prince ofDt nmarke. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

jj m ; Has this fellow no feeling of his bufines?a tings in graue- 



m Hor^ Cuftome Hath made it in Him a property of eafines. 

Tis een fo, the hand of Uttle.imploiment hath the daintier 
i.But age with his ftealing fleps Song. (fence, 

hath clawed me in his c * utc o> 

And hath (hipped me into the land, 

) as if I had neuer been fuch. , . 

Ham. That skull had a tongue in it,and could fmg once, how the 
knaue iowles.it to the ground as if t were Cains taw-bone, that 
did the firft murder s this might be the pate ofapollmtian.whtch 
this Affe now ore-reaches •, one that would circumuent God, 

might it not ? 

Hora. It might my Lord. 

Ham Or of a Courtier, which could fay good morrow my 
Lord • how dolt thou fweet Lord H his might be my Lord fuch 
a one,* that praifed my Lord fuch a ones hotle, when a meant to 
beg it : might it not? ^ 

Hora.l my Lord. .. . 

ffa.Wby een fo,and now my Lady worms Choples,and Kneckt 
about the mazer with a Sextens fpade * beer s fine rcuolution and 
we had the tricke to fec’t, did thefe bones coft no more the bree- 
ding, but to play at loggits with them: mine ake to thinke one. 
Clow. A pickax and a fpade a fpade, Song. 

for and a fhrowding (heet, 

O a pit of Clay for to be made 
for fuch a gueft is meet. 

Ho-Therc’s another.why may not that be the skul of a Lawyer? 
where behis quiddities now, his qualities, his cafes, his tenures, 
and his tricks? why dooes he fuffer this mad knaue now to knock 
him about the fconce with a dirty (laouell,and will not tell him of 
his a&ions ofbattery :hum, this fellow might be in’s time a great 
buyer of Land, with hi* Statutes, his recognifances, his fines, hi* 
double vouchers, his recoueries, tohauehis fine pate full offine 
durt : will vouchers voucfci him no more of his purchafes and 
doubles, then thelengtlf and breadth of a payre of Indentures? 
The very conueyances of his Lands will fcarccly lye in this box, 
and muft th’inheritor himfelfe haue no more ? ha, 

Hora, Not a iot more my Lord, " Hm. 









m 



TbeTrageJitt,fikm\ei 

H*m. Is not parchment made of flieep-skins ? 

Hora.l my Lord, and of Calue-skios too. 

Han. They are Sheep and Caines which fecke out afluran.. 
thac 1 will fpeake to this fellow. Whofe graue’s this firra ? W 

C/w. Mine fir,or a pit of clay for to be made.' 

HtmA thinke ic thine indeed far thou lycft jn’t 

Yo “Jye Of* on*t fir, and therefore tis not yours ; for my 
part I do not lye in t, yet it is mine. * 

Hsw.Thou doft lye in’t to be in’t and fay it is thine, tis for the 
dead, not for the quick, therefore thou lyeft. 

Clow. Tis a quick lye fir, twill away againe from me to voir. 

Ha. What man doft thou dig it for ? 

Clew.Vor no man fir. 

Zfaw.What woman then ? 

Clorv. Vox none neither. 

Ham. Who is to be buried in’t ? 

Clow. One that was a woman fir, but reft her foule fhee’s dead. 

H/tw.How abfolute the knaue is, we muft fpeak by the carder 
equiuocatio wil vndoo vs.By the Lord Horatio 3 this three yeres I 
hauc took note of it,the age isgrown fo picked,chat the toe ofthe 
pefant. comes fo ncere the heele ofthe Courtier he galls hiskybe. 
How long haft thou been a Graue-maker ? 

Clw. Of the daies i’th yeere I came too’t that day that ourlaft 
King Hamlet ouercame Fortinhrajje. 

Ham. How long is that fince ? 

C/a.Cannot you tell that ? euery foole can tell that,it was that 
very day thac young Hamlet was borne : he that is mad and fenc 
into England, 

Ham. I marry, why was he fent into England ? 

Clow. Why becaufe a was mad : a Ihall rccouer his wits there, 
or if a doe not, tis no great matter there. 

Ham. Why 'l (as he. 

Clow ., T will not bee feene in him there, there are men asmad 

Ham.How came he mad C 

Clow. Very ftrangely they fay. 

Ham.How ftrangely ? 

Clow. Faith een with loofing his wft« 

Ham.V pon what ground ? 

Clow. Why here in “Denmat ;^ .* I haue bin Sexton here man and 
boy thirty yearcs. Hem. 









Prince o/Denmarke^ 

Ham How long will a man lye i’th earth ere he rot? _ w 

S Faith if a be not rotten before a dye , aswebanemany 
nfkvcorfc* that will fcarcehold the laying in , awl laftyou 
F„“c^g” t y=c.c,or nine yeere.A Tanner «iU h> you n.ne ,,„e. 

oufwteTa great while ; and your water is a fore decayer of your 

C/^Awhorfon mad fellowes it was, whofe doyoutbmkit 
cZ‘. A peftit n n°ceo°n him for a madrogue.apourd a flagon of 

Renilh on my head onceythis fame skull fir, was firTor^/sku , 

the Kings Icfter. 

Ham. This? 

*Ha?kh$ vooxtTorickf.l knew him Horatio.* fellow of infinite 
icft,ofmoft excellent fancy, he hath bore me on his back atnou- 
fand times .and now how abhorred in my imagination it is : my 
oorge rifts at it. Here hung thofe lips that I haue kift I know not 
how oft s where be your gibes now ?your gamboles, your fongs, 
your flalhes of merriment , that were wont to fet the table on a 
roare, not one now to mock your own grinning, quite chopfalne. 
Now get you to my Ladies table , and tell her , let her paint an 
inch thick, to this fauour fhe muft come, make her laught at that. 
Prethee Horatio tell me one thing. 

Hora. What’s that my Lord < 

f/a.Doft thou think Alexander lookt a this falhion i’th earth l 
Hora Een fo. 

Ham , And ftnslt fo : pah. 

Hora. Een fo my Lord. 

Ham. To what bafe vfes we may returne Horatio ? Why may 
not imagination trace the noble duft of tAlexander , till a find ic 
flopping a bunghole ? 

Hora, 'Twere to confidertoocurioufly,toconfider fo. 

Ha. No faith, not a tot, but to follow him thether with modefty 
enough and likelihood to lead ic. Alexander d\cd, Alexander was 
buried, Alexander retnrnethtoduft,the duft is earth, of earth we 
make lome,& why of ihavlome whereto he was conuerccd, might 

M 'hey 



The Tragedie o/Hamlet 

They not flop a Beere- barrel] ? 

Imperious Cafar deadend turn’d to Clay, 

Might flop a hole to keep, the wind away. 

O that that earth which kepr the world in awe, 
Sould patch a wall t'expelUhe waters flaw. 

But foftjbut fofca while, here comes the King, 

The QtjeCii.the Courtiers,who is this they follow? 
And With filch maimed rites ? this doth betoken, 

The corfe they follow,did With defprate hand * 
Foredoo it owne life, ’t was of fome eftate. 

Couch we a while and marke. 

Laer. What Ceremony elfe? 

Ham. That »s Laertes a very noble youh, make. 
Laer. What Ceremony elfe ? 

DoB. Her obfequies haue been as far inlarg’d 
As W e haue warranty, her death was doubtful!. 

And but that great command orc-fwaycs the order. 
She fliould in ground vnfamftificd bin lodg’d 
Till the laft trumpet :for charitable prayers. 

Flints and peebles (liquid be throwneoahet : • 

Yet here (he is allow’d her virgin Crapes, ’ . 

Her tnayden ftre wmcrits, and the bringing home 
Of bell and burial!. 

Laer. Muft there, no more be Hoone ? 

*DoB. No more be doone. 

We fliould prophane the fcrnice of the dead. 

To fing a Requiem and fuch reft to her 
As to peace-parted foulcs. 

Laer. Lay her i’th earth, 

And from her faire and vnpolluted ffefli 
May Violets fpring : I tell, thee churlifli Prieft, 

A miniftring Angcll (hall my filler be 
When thou lyeft howling. 

Ham, What, the faire Ophelia.' 

Quee. Sweets to the fwoet, fare well, 

I hop t thou fhould’dhauc bin my Hamlets wife, 

I thought thy bride-bed to haue deckt fwoet,m3y4j 
And not haue ftrew’d thy graue. 

Laetr. O tiebblc woe 



Trince of Denmarke. 



Fall ten times double on that curfrd head, 

Whofe wicked deed tby moftjingenious fence 
Depriued thee of, hold off the earth a while. 

Til I haue caught her once more in mine armes; 

Now pile your duft vpon the quick and dead. 

Till of this flat a mountaine you haue made 
To retop old Peliou , or the skyefti head 
®(b\cvi Olympus. 

Ham. What is he whofe gtiefe 
Beates filch an Emphafis,ytho{e phiiK of forrow 
Coniures the wandring Stars, and makes them Hand 
Like wonder Wounded hearers ?tisl 
Hamlet the Dane. 

Laer. The Diuell take thy foule, 

Ha. Thou pray’ft not well, I prethce take thy fingers 
For though I am not fpleenatiue rafti, (from my throat. 
Yet haue I in me fometbing dangerous. 

Which let thy wifdome feare ; hold off thy hand ? 

King. Pluck them afunder, 

Quee. Hamlet, Hamlet. 
jiU, Gentlemen. 



Bora. Good my Lord be quiet. 

Ham. Why I will fight with him vpon this theamc 
Vntill my eye-lids will no longer wagge. 

Quee. O my fonne,what theamc ? 

Ham. Hou’d Ophelia : forty thoufand brothers 
Could not with all their quantity of loue 
Make vp my fum. What wilt thou doo for her. 

King, ©he is mad Laertes. 

Quee. For loue ofGod forbeare him ? 

Ham. S'wounds (hew me what th’out doo : 
Woo’t weep, woo’t fight, woo’ t faft, woo’t teare thy 
Woo’tdrinkevp Efill,eat a Crocadile ( felfe. 

Tie doo’t : doort come here to whine? 

To eut-face me with leaping in hergraue, 

Be buried quick with her,and fo will 1. 

And if thou prate of mountaines, let them throw 
Millions of Acres on vs,tiUour ground 
Sindginghis pate agaihflthe burning Zone 

2 
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TbeTragedie of Hamlet 

Make Offa like a wart, nay and thou’lc mouth. 

He rant as will asthou. 

Quee. This is meere raadnefLe, 

And this a while the fit will workeon him, 

Anon as patient as a female Doe 
When that her golden cuplcts ate difclofed 
His filence will fit drooping. 

Ham. Heare you fir. 

What is the real'on that you vfe me thus ? 

I lou’d you euer,but it is no matter. 

Let Hercules himfelfe do what he may 
The Cat will mew, a Dog will haue his day Exit Hamlet, 
King . I pray thee good Heratio wait vpon him. and Horatitt 

Strengthen your patience in out lafi nights fpeccb, 

Weele put the matter to the prefentpuflv: 

Good Oertrard fet fome watch oucryour fonne. 

This graue (hall haue a liuing monument. 

An houre of quiet thereby (hall we (ce 

Tell then in patience ourproceedingbe. Exeunt. 

Enter Hamlet andHordtie, 

Ha . So much for this fir,now (hal you fee the other. 

You do remember all the circumftao'ce. v 

Her. Remember it my Lord. 

Ham. Sir in my heart there was a kind of fighting 
That would not let me deep, me thought I lay 
Worfc then the routines in the bilbo's, rafbly. 

And praifd be rafhnes for it : let vj know. 

Our indiferetion fometimes femes vs well 
When our deep plots do fal,and that (hould lcatne vs 
There’s a diuinity that fhapes our ends. 

Rough hew them how we will* 

Hera. That is moft certainc. 

Ham. Vp from my Cabin, 

My fea-gowne fcarft about me in the darke 
Gropt I to find out them, had my defire, 

Fingard their packet,and in fine withdrew 

To minfe ownc toome againc making, fo bold ^ 








Prince of Denmarke. 

s-szaa, » d * 1 *"*'°' 

w«h hoffuch Bugs Goblin, in my 1*. 

That on the fupetuife no leifure bated. 

No not to flay the grinding of the Axe, 

My head (hould be ftrooke off. 

$ rH«c-«h« c«miffion,t«a it « mom teUBWi, 

B "Ut.r.nov.h.«Idia P roc«d. 

CB^&^-ound-i.huiU.in.i, 
Or I could make a Prologue to my brames, 

They had begun the Play, 1 fat me downe, 

Dculs'd a new comm (fion, wrote ltfaite, 

I once did bold it as onr Statifts doe 
Abaftneffe to write faire,and labour d much 
How to forget that learning, but fir now 
H did me yeomans fcruice,wilt thou know 
Th* effe# of what I wrote ? 

Anearncfl conjuration from the King, 

As^/^washisfaithfullTtibutarie, 

As louc between them like the Palme might florift* 
As peace {hould ftill her wheaten Garland wcare 
And (land a Comma tweene their amities. 

And many fuch like, as fir of great charge. 

That on the view, and kno v\ ing of thefe content. 
Without debateroent further more or lefle 
He (hould thofe bcaters put to fudden death. 

Not (hriuing time allow’d. 

Herat. How was this feald? 
s , Ham. Why euen in that was Heauen ordinai% 

lhad my fathers fignet In my putfe 
iz-Vi was the modell of that Dantj 




The Tragedieofftmlti 

The changling neuer knowhe : now the tiext di* 
Was our Sea-fight, and what tb this was fequettt 
Thou knoweft already, 
flora, So Guy Idensl erne and Rojencraw go too*t. 
Hiiw.They are not neer my confciencejtheir defeat 
Does by their owns infiriuation grow, 

Tis dangerous when the bS&rpafurc comes 
Betweenc the pafle and felf'irfcifoftd points 
Of mightie Oppofitcs. 

Hera. Why what a King is this! . 

Ham. Does it not think thee ftand me now vpori? 
He that hath kild my King, arid whor’d my mothfef, 




J « 




Enter a CiurtHer. 

Cour. Your Lordfliip is right WcIcciWe bafeke to Denmfy, 

Ham . I humbly thankc you fif. 

Doo’ft know this Water-flic ? 

Hera. No my good Lord, 

/L«w.Thy ftate li the foftfe gracious , for tis a vicetokndw 
him. He hath much land and fertilldet a beaft be Lord of beads, 
and his Crib fhall ftandat the Kings tneffe, tis a chbiigh.HiitasI 
fay,fpacious in ^epdlLftibh ofdiirr. 

Cour. Sweet Lord, if jf&Ur Lordfliip werektTififeffcitfhoflld 
impart a thing to you from his Maiefty. 

Ham. I will recciiie it fir'^rflh all diligeh^b^foiH^cmrbon- 
net to his right vfe,tiSfSrlt¥i'eHeid. 

Gear. I thankeyoblrLoidfoihntis^iy’Btih daw 'm ' 1 r 

Ham. No.belceue'mfc, tis Vfcni iold j the wihd is^Ofthttly. 

Cour. It is indifferent edld my Lord indeed. i!ino:; 

Ham. But yetkncYliiiife's J iris yfei^fobfiry 
plexion. saim^.'iiii.i.hJe/. 

Cour. Exceedingly my Lord, 'it ii Very 1 foul t’Werel cm- 
not tell how : myLord ms MaieflyB^Swfignifitf <oy#djfl>»t» 
has layed a great wageton V^br hea d i fir thai fs the WUfftet. 

Ham. I befeech you f cfhe'tnber. , , 

Cour. Nay goo'd mVT'i/rdfoffaycife iii |ddd ftithifirhereis 
newly come tb'Coh'ftf£^r?<r/, B^eedc trice 




Trines o/'Denmarke. 

U 11 of moft excellent differences, of very foftfocietje, 

itftiowing lindeed tofpeake feelingly t 
Kalender ofGentrie s for you fhall find in 
what part a Gentleman would fee. 

Sir, his defincment fuffers 
, diuide him inuentorially * 



of him, he is the 
him theconti- 

no perdition in you, though I 
linnw to diuide him inucnsoiw*»y , would dizzie th arithmetick 
memorie and yet but raw neither, in refpeft of his quick fade, 
buSc verity of extclmem,I take him to be a foulcof great at- 
Xf e and his infufion of fuch dearth and rarenefle as to make true 
3s§3 of him, his femblable is his mirrour, and who els would 

trace him, his vmbrage, nothing more. 

Cour. Your Lordfliip fpeakes moft infallibly of hmr. 

Ham. The concernancy fir, why do we wrap the Gentleman in 

out inor rawer breath ? 

Hora. Ift not poffible to vnderftand in another tongue, you will 

doo*t fit really. , . ^ . a 

Ham. What imports the nomination of this Gentleman ? 

Cour . Of Laertes 



Hora. His purfe is empty already, all’s golden words are fpent. 
Ham. Ofhim fir. 

four. I know you are not ignorant. 

I would vou did fir, yet in faith if you did, it would, not 



Ham. I would you did fir, yet 
much appsoue me, well fir. 

Cour. You are ignorant of what excellence Laertes is. 

Ham. I dare not confcffe that,lcaft Ifhould compare with him 
in excellence, but to know a man well, were to know himfelfe. 

Cour. I mcane fir for this weapon , but in the imputation laid 
on him by them in his meed, he‘s vnfellowcd. 

Ham. What's his weapon ? 

Cour. Rapiar and Dagger. 

Ham. That’stwo of his weapons,. but well. 

Cour. The King fir hath wagerd with him fix 'Barbary horfes 
againft the which hehasimpaund as I take it fix French Rapiers 
andPoinards, with their affignes, as girdle, hanger and fo.Three 
of the carriages in faith, are very deare to fancie, very refponfiuc 
to the hilts, moft delicate carriages, and ofyery hberall conceit. 

Ham. What call you the carriages ? 

Hora. I knew you mu ft be edmed by the par gent ere you bad 
done. Cour » 
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T he Tmgedie of ffamlec 

C oUf * The carriage fir are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrafe would be more German to the matter if w 
could carrie a Canon by our fides , I would it might bee hanet * 
till then, but on, fix Barlarj horfcs againft fix French Swords their 
affignes, and three liberall conceited carriages , that's the French 
bet againft the Daui/b, why is this all you call it ? 

Cow.The King fir,hath laid fir,that in a dozen pafles betweene 
your felfe and him, he fhallnot exceed you three hits, he hath laid 
on twclue for nine,and it would come to immediate triall, ifyour 
Lordfhip would vouchfafe the anfwere. 

Ham. How if I anfwere no ? 

Cour. I meane my Lord the oppofition of yourperfon in trial. 

Ham. Sir I will walke heere in the half, If itpleafe his Maiefly, 
it is the breathing time of day with me, let the foilcs be brought, 
the Gentleman williDg,and the King hold his purpofejl will win 
for him and I can, if not I will gainc nothing but my flume , and 
the odde hits. 

Cour. Shall I deliuer you fo? 

Ham. To this effeft fir, after what florifh your nature Will 

Cour. I commend my dutie to your Lordlhip. 

Ham. Yours doo’s well to commend ithimfelfe , there are no 
tongues elfe for his turne. 

Hera. This Lapwing runs away with the (hell on his head* 

Ham. A did fo fir with his dugge before a fuckt it, thus has he 
and many more of the fame breed that I know the drofifte age 
dotes on, onely got the tune of the time , and out of an habit of 
ineounter,a kind of mi ft ie collc&ion, which carries tbemchrough 
and through themoft profane and trennowned opinons, and doe 
but blow them to their triall; the bubbles ate out. 

Eater a Lord. 

Lord. My Lord,his Maieftie commended him to you by yong 
Oftrii r/b?,who brings back to him_that you attend him in the hall, 
he fends to know if your pleafure hold to play ytithLaertesfit that 
you will take longer time ? 

Ham. Iam conftant to roy purpofes, they follow the King* 
pleafure,if his fitnefle fpeakes,minc is ready tfiow orwhenfoeo e b 

prouidod 1 be fo able as now* 
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(Prince of Den mar ^ c * 

^ The King and Quecne and all arc comming downe. 

£J The (^eenedefires you to tfr f-e gentle entertain- 
Laertes, before you go to play. 

Ham. Sheewellinftruasme. 

Hera, You will loofe my Lord. . nt „p rMC e I haue bin 

Bm. Ido n;^ k Lf«ton'rX *dd«( thou would’ft 

!• i. *• kiod of 

their rep site hither and H J°“ ? y u fpedell prouidence 

come.it veill be now, if it ”'nowes what id to 
neffe is all, fince no man of ought he leaucs , ri ow 

leaue betimes, let be. 

A table prepared, Trumpets, Drums and Officers wA Cujhtom 
Km ‘Oueene.and alltheftatej? o'tles. Daggers, and Laertes. 
icLf cSme Hamlet, come and take this hand from me. 
Ham. Giue me your pardon fir, I haue done you wro g, 

But pardon’tasyou ate aGen leman , this prefence knowes. 

And you muft needs haue heard, how I am pumiht 
With a fore diftra&ion : what I haue done 
That might your nature, honour, and exception 
Roughly awakel heere proclaime was madnefle, 

Wa<T Hamlet wronged Laertes ? neuer Hamlet, 

If Hamlet from himfelfe be tane away. 

And when he*s nothimfclfe, doc’s wrong Laertes, 

Then Hamlet doe’s it not, Hamlet denies it, 

Who does it then? his madnefle. Ift be fo, 

Hamlet is of the faftion that is wronged , 

HU madnefle is poore Hamlets enemie, 

Let my disclaiming from a purpos’d cuill, 

Free me fo farre in your moft generous thoughts 
That Ihaue Ihot my Arrow ore the houfc 





TbeTragedie of Hamlet , 

And hurt ray brot tier. 

Laer. I am fatisficd in nature, 

Whofe motiue in this cafe fliould ftirre me moft 
To my reuenge y but in my tearmes of honor 
I fland aloofe, and will no reconcilement, 

Till by fome elder Mailers of known; honour 
1 haue a yoke and prefident of peace 
To my name vngor’d : but all that time 
I doercceineyour offered louc, like loue, 

And will not wrong it. 

Ham . I imbrace it freely, and will this brothers wager 
frankly play. 

Giue vs the Foiles. 

La;r. Come, one for me. 

Bam. He be your foilc Laertes, in mine ignorance 
Your skill fhall like a ftarre i*th darkeftnighe 
Stick fiery ftf indeed. 

Laer. You mock me fir. 

Ham. No by this hand. 

King . Giue them the foiles yong OJlrick^coCmHam. 

Y ou know the wager. 

Ham. Very well my Lord. 

Your Grace has laid theoddesa’th weaker fide. 

King. I doe not feare it, I haue feene you both, 
Butfincehe is better, we haue therefore oddes. 

Laer. This is to hcauy ; let me fee another. 

Ham . This likes me well, thefe foiles haue all a length. 
Op. I my good Lord. 

King. Set me theftoops of wine vpon the table, 

If Hamlet giue the firftorfecond hit, 

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange. 

Let all the battlements their Ordnance fire. 

The King fhall drinke to Hamlets better breath, 

And in the cup an Onix fhall he throw. 

Richer then that which foure fuccfliue Kings 
In Denmarkes Crowne haue worne : giue methecupS, 
And let the Kettle to the Trumpet fpeake, 

The Trumpet to the Cannoneere without, 

The Canons totheHeaucns,che Heaucns to Earth, 




Tmce o/Dentnarke. 

Now the King drinkes Co Hml", come begin. 

And you the Iudges beare a wanccye. tb * whtl ‘> 

Ham. Come on fir. 

Laer. Come my Lord. 

Hans. One. 

Laer. No. 

onr AWt'ewypelfeblehiC Drmi.Trmftt, 

ilr. Well; egeine. , *'«£•« ef. 

Ki*z. Stay, giue me drink, Hamlet this Pcarle U thine* 

Heere’s to thy health, giue him th* cU P* , .. 

Ham lie play this bout fir ft, fet it by a while 

Come, another hit. What fay you ?. 

Laer. Idoeconfcft. 

King. Our fonne fhall winne. 

Qu%. He*a fat and fcant of breath.. 

Hc«c Hamlet take my napkin rub thybrowes, f 
The Qiteene carowfes to thy fortune Hamlet . 

Ham. Good Madam. 

King. Gertrard, doe not drinke.. 

Q^e. I will ray Lord, I pray you pardon me. 

King. It is the poyfned cup, it is too late. 

Ham. I dare not drinke yet Madam, by and by*. 

Quee. Come, let me wipe thy face. 

Laer, MyLord,Uehithimnow. 

King. I doe not think’tv . 

Laer. And yet it is aimed againft my confidence. 

Ham. Come for the third Laertes, you doc but dally? 

I pray you paffe, withyout beft violence 
j am fure you make a wanton of me 
Laer. Say you fo come on. 

Op. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Haue at you now. 

King. Part them, they are incenft. 

Ham. Nay come againe. 

Offr. Lcoke to the Quecnetherc hoe. 

Horajhcy bleed or. both fides,how is it my Lord? 

Q(lr. How ift Laertes? 

T aer. why as a Woodcock rn m; "<* <hri 
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The Tragi die o/Hamlet 

l am iuftly kild with mine owne treachery. 

HamMo w does the Queene ? 

King.Shc founds to fee them bleed. 

^«ftf.No,no,thc drink, the drink, O my deare Ham % 
Thedrink/he drink, I am poyfned. 

Ham. O villaine ! hoe let the dore be lock’t, 
Treachery, feck it out. 

Laerlx. is here Hamlet thou art flaine, 

No medecine in the world can do thee good, 

Jn thee there is not halfe an houres life. 

The treacherous inftrumenc is in my hand 
Vnbated and enuenom’d,the foule praftifc 
Hath turned it felfe on me,loehere I lye 
Neuer to rife againe : thy mother’s poyfned, 

I am no more, the Kirg,the Kings too blame. 

JTrf.Thtpoint enuenom’d to, then venom to thy work 
e/47/.‘^rafon,treafon. 

King.O yet defend me Friends, I am but hurt. 
Ham.Wcte thou inceftious damned ’Dane, 

Drink of this potion, is the Onize here i 
Follow my mother. 

Laer. He is iuftly ferued,it is a poifon temperd by him- 
Exchange forgiueneflc with me noble Hamlet , (felfe 

Mine and my fathers death come not vpon thee. 

Nor thine on me. 

Ham. Heauen make thee free of it, I follow thee ; 

I am dead Horatio,yitctched Queene adiew. 

You that looke pale and tremble at this chance, 

That are but mutes, or audience to this aft, 

Had I but time as this fell Sergeant Death 
Is ftrift in his arreft. O I could tell you ! • 

But let it be ; Horatio I am dead, 

Thou liueft, ‘report me and my caufe aright 
To the vnfatisfied. 

Hora. Neuer beleeue it ; n 

I am more an ant ike Roman then a Dane, 

Heer’s yet fome liquor left. 

Ham. As th’art a man 

Giue me the cup,let goe,by heauen I’le hate. 
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frmce ofDenrmrke. 

r> God Horatio ! what a wounded name 
Thincs (landing thus vnknowne, fliall I leaue behind me ? 

If thou didft euer hold roc in thy heart, 

Abfent thee from felicity » while, . . , 

Ana talhUhaifc world draw thy breath m paine «/<««*** 

To teU my ftory : what warlike noife is this ? farre*p 

Enter Ofrickj 

Ofr Young Fortinbrajfe with conqueft c mtftom'Tolani, 
Th’Embaffadors ofEeg/Wgiues this warlike volly. 

Ham.O l die Horatio, 

The potent poyfon quite ore-growes nay fpirit, 

I cannot liue to heare the newes from England, 

But I do prophefie the eleftion lights 
On Fortinbrajfe, he has my dying voyce. 

So tell him with th’occarrants more and leffe 
Which haue folicited,the reft is filence. W 

Hora. Now cracks a noble heart, good night fweet 
And flight of Angels finge thee to thy reft. (Prince, 



Enter For tinbrafe, with the Embafadort. 

Fortw. Where is this fight ? 

Hora . VVhat is it you would fee ? 

If ought of woe,or wonder, ceafe your fearch. 

Fortin. This quarry cries on hauock,0 proud death 
Whatfeaft is toward in thine eternall cell. 

That thou fo many Princes at a Ihot 
Sobloudily haft ftrooke? 

Embaf The fight is difmall 
And our affaires from England come too late. 

The cares arc fenccleffe that (hould giue vs hearing. 

To tell him his commandemenc is fulfill’d, 

That Rofencram and Gityldenflerne are dead. 

Where ftiould we haue ©ur thanks } 

Hora. Not from his mouth 
Had it th’ ability of life to tbanke you ; 

He neuer gaue commandemenc for their death | 

But fince fo iump vpon this bloody queftion 

N 3 You 
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r ou from England: 



view 



jl or i rage we vj uwiuti 

You from the 'P*/fod^\varres,anc' 

Are herearriued,giue order that 
High on a rtage be placed so 
And let me fpeak,to th’yet vnknowing woria 
How thefe things came about ; fo fhall 
Of crucll, bloody and vnnaturall a&s. 

. Of accidentall judgements, cafuall laughters, 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and for no caufe,. 

And in this vpfhot,purpofes miflookc, 

Falne on the Inuenters heads : all thiscan I« 

Ttuely deliuer. 

fort. Let vshaft-to heare it* 

And call thenobleft to the audience. 

For me with forrow I embrace my fortune* 

J haue fome rights of memory in tbisKingdome, 
Which now to eleime my vantage doth inuite me. 

Hora. Offfet I fhall haue alio caufe tofpeake. 
And from his mouth,whofe voice wildraw no more, 
But let this fame be prefently perforin d 
Eucn while mens mindes are Wilde , Icaftmoretni - 
On plots and errors happen. chance 

Tort . LetfoureCaptaines 
Beare Hamlet like aSouldierto the ftage,. 

For he was likely, had he been put on. 

To haue proued moft royall ; and for his pallage, 
The Souldier&mufick and the right ol warre 
Speake loudly for him : 

Take vp the bodies, fuch a fight as this. 

Becomes the field, but here (Bowes much 
Goebid 
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